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Me vero primum dulces ante omnia Muſe, 
Quarum facra fero, ingenti perculſus amore, 
Accipiant, — V1RkGiL, 
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TRE PROGRESS or GENIUS, 
THE FIRST 200K. 


I. 

AH! who can tell how hard it is to climb 
Ihe ſteep where Fame's proud temple ſhines afar} 
Ah! who can tell how many a ſoul ſublime 
Has felt the influence of malignant far, 

And waged with.Fortune an cternal war! 

Check' d by the ſcoff of Pride, by Envy's frown, 
And Poverty's unconquerable bar, 
In life's low vale remote has pined alone, 

Then dropt into the grave, unpitied and unknown! 


II. 
And yet, the languor of inglorious days, 
Not equally oppreſſive is to all. 
Him, who ne'er liſten'd to the voice of praiie, 
The ſilence of negle& can -ne'er appal. 
There are, who, deaf to mad Ambition's call, 
Would ſhrink to hear th' obftreperous trump of Fame; 
Supremely bleſt, if to their portion fall 
Health, competence, and peace. Nor higher aim 
Had He, whoſe ſimple tale theſe artleſs lines procliim 
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| III. | 
This ſapient age diſclaims all claſſic lore; 
Elſe I ſhould here in cunning phraſe diſplay, 
| How forth Tue Mix STATT fared in days of yore, 
| | Right glad of heart, though homely in array; 
His waving locks and beard all hoary grey: 
And, from his bending ſhoulder, decent hung 
His harp, the ſole companion of his way, 
Which to the whiſtling wind reſponſive rung: 
And ever as he went ſome merry lay he ſung. 


IV. 

Fret not yourſelves, ye ſilken ſons of pride, 
That a poor Wanderer ſhould inſpire my ſtrain, 

The Muſes fortune's fickle ſmile deride, 

Nor ever bow the knee in Mammon's fane; 

For their delights are with the village-train, 

Whom Nature's laws engage, and Nature's charms : 

They hate the ſenſual, and ſcorn the vain; 

The paraſite their influence never warms, 


Nor him whoſe ſordid ſoul the love of wealth alarms. 


| V. 

Though richeſt hues the peacock's plumes adorn, 

Yet horror ſcreams from his diſcordant throat. 

Riſe, ſons of harmony, and hail the morn, 

While warbling larks on ruſſet pinions float; 

Or ſeek at noon the woodland ſcene remote, 
Where the grey linnets carol from the hill. 

O let them ne'cr with artificial note, 

'To pleaſe a tyrant, ſtrain the little bill, [will. 
But ſing what heaven inſpires, and wander where they 
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VI. 

Liberal, not laviſh, is kind Nature's hand ; 

Nor was perfection made for man below. 

Yet all her ſchemes with niceſt art are plann'd, 

Good counteracting ill, and gladneſs wo. 

With gold and gems if Chilian mountains glow, 

If bleak and barren Scotia's hills ariſe ; 

There plague and poiſon, luſt and rapine grow; 

Here peaceful are the vales, and pure the ſkies, 
And freedom fires the ſoul, and ſparkles in the eyes. 


VII. 

Then grieve not, thou to whom th' indulgent Mate 
Vouchſafes a portion of celeſtial fire; 

Nor blame the partial Fates, if they refuſe 

Th' imperial banquet, and the rich attire. 

Know thine own worth, and reverence the lyre. 
Wilt thou debaſe the heart which God refin'd ? 
No; let thy heaven-taught foul to heaven aſpire, 

o fancy, freedom, harmony, reſign'd; 
Ambition's groveling crew for ever leſt behind. 


VIII. 

Canſt thou forego the pure ethereal ſoul 

In each fine ſenſe fo exquiſitely keen, 

On the dull couch of Luxury to loll, 

Stung with difeaſe, and ſtupified with ſpleen; 

Fain to implore the aid of Flattery's ſcreen, 

Even from thyſelf thy loathſome heart to hide, 

(The manſion then no more of joy ſerene), 

Where fear, diſtruſt, malevolence, abide, 
And impotent deſire, and diſappointed pride? 

A 2 | 


E | THE MINSTREL; e, 


TL: 
O how canſt thou renounce the boundleſs ſtore 
Of charms which Nature to her vot'ry yields 
The warbling woodland, the reſounding ſhore, 
| The pomp of groves, and garniture of fields; 
| All that the genial ray of morning gilds, 
| And all that echoes to the ſong of even, | 
All that. the mountaia's ſheltering boſom ſhields, 
And all the dread magnificence of heaven, 
O how canſt thou renounce, and hope to be forgiven! . 


; op * 
"Theſe charms. ſtall work thy ſoul's eternal health, 
And love, and gentleneſs, and joy, impart. 
But theſe thou muſt renounce, if Juſt of wealth 
'F'cr win its way to thy corrupted heart; 
For, ah! it poiſons like a ſcorpion's dart; 
Prompting th' ungenerous with, the ſelfith ſcheme, 
'The [tern refolve unmoved by pity's ſmart, 
The troublous day, and long diftreſsful dream. 


Return, my roving Muſe, reſume thy purpoſed theme. 


There lived in Gothic days, as legends tell, 
A ſhepherd-ſwain, a man of low degree; 
. Whole ſires, perchance, in Fairyland might dwell, 
Sicilian groves, or vales of Arcady ; 
+ But he, I ween, was of the north countrie * : 


— 


8 


There is hardly an ancient ballad, or romance, 
wherein a Minſtrel or Harper appears, but he is cha- 
racteriſed, by way of emingnce, to have been Oy 
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A nation famed for ſong, and beauty's charms; 

Zealous, yct modeſt; innocent, though free; 

Patient of toil; ſerene amidſt alarms; - 
Inflexible in faith; invincible in arms. 


XII. 
The ſhepherd-ſwain of whom L mention made, 
On Scotia's mountains fed his litt le flock; 
The ſickle, ſcythe, or plough, he never ſway d; 
An honeſt heart was almoſt all his ſtock; 
His drink the living water from the rock: 
The milky dams ſupplied his board, and lent 
Their kindly fleece to baffle winter's ſhock ; 
And he, thongh oft with duſt and ſweat beſprent, 
Did guide and guard their wanderings, whereſoe er they 
went.. 
| XIII. 
From labour health, from health content ment ſprings- 
Contentment opes the ſource of every joy. 
He envied not, he never thought of kings; 
Nor from thoſe appetites tuſtain'd annoy, 
Which chance may fruſtrate, or indulgence cloy : 
Nor Fate his calm and humble hopes beguiled; 
He mourn'd no recreant friend, nor miſtreſs coy, - 
For on his vows the blameleſs Phabe ſmiled, 
And her alone he loved, and loved her ſrom a child. 
A3 


* 


— 


rut NORTH COUNTRIE,” It is probable, that under 
this appellation were formerly comprehended all the 
provinces to the North of the Trent. 

See Prxey's Eſſay on the Engliſh Minſtrels. -- 


THE MINSTREL; on, 


XIV. 

No jealouſy their dawn of love o'ercaſt, 

Nor blaſted were their wedded days with ſtrife ; 

Each ſeaſon look'd delightful, as it paſt, 

To the fond huſband, and the faithful wife. 

Beyond the lowly vale of ſhepherd life | 

They never roam'd; ſecure beneath the ſtorm 

Which in Ambition's lofty land is rife, 

Where peace and love are canker'd by the worm 
'Of pride, cach bud of joy induſtrious to deform. 


. 
The wight whoſe tale theſe art leſs lines unfold, 
Was all the offspring of this ſimple pair. 
His birth no oracle or ſeer foretold : 
: No prodigy appear'd in earth or air, 
Fs Nor aught that might a ſtrange event declare. 
| | You gueſs each circumſtance of Epwix's birth; 
| 


The parent's tranſport, and the parent's care; 
The goſſip's prayer for wealth, and wit, and worth; 
And one long ſummer-day of indolence and mirth. 


| XVI. 

And yet poor Edwin was no vulgar boy; 

Deep thought oft ſeem'd to fix his infant eye. 

| Dainties he heeded not, nor gaude, nor toy, 

| Save one ſhort pipe of rudeſt minſtrelſy. 

Silent when glad; affectionate, though ſhy ; . 
| And now his look was moſt demurely ſad, q 
| And now he laugli'd aloud, yet none knew why. | 
| The neighbours ſtar'd and figh'd, yet bleſs'd the lad: 


| Some decm'd him wondrous * and ſome belier'd han 
n mad. 
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XVII. 
But why ſhould I his childiſh feats diſplay ? 
Concourſe, and noiſe, and toil, he ever fled; 
Nor cared to mingle in the clamorous fray 
Of ſquabbling imps; but to the foreſt ſped, 
Or roam'd at large the lonely mountain's head ; 
Or, where the maze of ſome bewilder'd ſtream 
To deep untrodden groves his footſteps led, 
There would he wander wild, till Phœbus' beam, 


Shot from the weſtern cliff, releaſed the weary team. 


XVIII. 
Th' exploit of ſtrength, dexterity, or ſpeed, 
To him nor vanity nor joy could bring. 
His heart, from cruel ſport eſtranged, would bleed 
To work the wo of any living thing, 
By trap, or net; by arrow, or by ſling; 
Theſe he deteſted, thoſe he ſcorn'd to wield ; 
He wiſh'd to be the guardian, not the king, 
Tyrant far leſs, or traitor of the field. 
And ſure the ſylvan reign unbloody joy might yield. 


XIX. 
Lo! where the ſtripling, wrapt in wonder, roves 
Beneath the precipice o erhung with pine; 
And ſees, on high, amidſt th' encircling groves, 
From cliff to cliff the foaming torrents ſhine: 
| While waters, woods, and winds, in concert join. 
And Echo ſwells the chorus to the ſkies. 
- Would Edwin this majeſtic ſcene reſign 
1 For aught the huntſman's pany craft ſupplies ? 
& 24 Ah! no: he better knows great Nature's charms to prize. 
. A 4 
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XX, 
And oft he traced the uplands, to ſurvey, 
When o'er the ſky advanced the. kindling dawn, 
The crimſon cloud, blue main, and mountain grey, 
And lake, dim-gleaming on the ſmoky lawn; 
Far to the weſt the long, long vale withdrawn, 
| Where twilight loves to linger for a while; 
And now he faintly kens the bounding fawn, 
And villager abroad at early toil.— 
But, lo! the ſug appears! and heaven, earth, ocean, ſmile... 


XXI. 

And oft the craggy cliff he loved to climb, 
When all in miſt the world below was loſt. 

What dreadful pleaſure ! there to ſtand ſublime, _ 

Like ſhipwreck'd mariner on deſert coaſt, 

And view th' enormous waſte of vapour, toſt 

In billows, lengthening to th' horizon 10und, 

Now ſcoop'd in gulfs, with mountains now emboſs'd ! - 

And hear the voice of mirth and ſong rebound, 
Hocks, herds, and waterfalls, along the hoar profound! 


XXII, 

In truth he was a ſtrange and wayward wight, 

Fond of each gentle, and each dreadful ſcene. 

In darkneſs, and in ſtorm, he found delight: 

Nor leſs, than when on ocean-wave ſerene 

"The ſouthern ſan diffuſed his dazzling hene. 

Even fad viciſſitude amuſed his ſoul: 

And if a ſigh would ſometimes intervene, 

And down his cheek a tcar of pity roll, 
A-figh, a tear, ſo ſweet, he wiſh'd not to control. 
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XXIII. 
O ye wild groves, O where is now your bloom 
ö (The Muſe interprets thus his tender thought.) 
*. our flowers, your verdure, and your balmy gloom, 
Of late ſo grateful in the hour of drought! 
Why do the birds, that ſong and rapture brought 
Jo all your bowers, their manſions now forſake ? 
* Ah! why has fickle chance this ruin wrought ? 
| For now the ſtorm howls mournſul through the brake, 
e. And the dead foliage flies in many a ſhapeleſs flake. 


XXIV, 
Where now the rilt, melodious, pure, and cool, 


And meads, with life, and mirth, and beauty, crown'd! | 


* Ah! ſce, th' unſightly Nime, and Nuggith pool, 

© Hare all the ſolitary vale imbrown'd ; 

© Fled each fair form, and mute each melting ſound. . 
© The raven croaks forlorn on naked ſpray : 


W And, hark! tbe river, burſting every mound, 
| © Down the vale thunders; and, with waſteful ſway, _ 
1! F © Vproots the grove, and rolls the. ſhatter d rocks away. . 
XXV. 


Vet ſuch the deſtiny of all on earth: 

* So flouriſhes and fades majeſtic man. 

© Fair is the bud his vernal morn brings forth, 

And foſtering gales a while the nurſling fan. 

O ſmile, ye heavens, ſerene; ye mildews wan, 

© Ye blighting whiclwinds, ſpare his balmy prime, 

© Nor leſſen of his life the little ſpan. 

Born on the ſwift, though ſilent, wings of Time, 
age comes on apace to ravage all the clime. 
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XXVI. 
And be it ſo. Let thoſe deplore their doom, 
© Whoſe hope ſtill grovels in this dark ſojourn. 
But lofty ſouls, who look beyond the tomb, 
Can ſmile at Fate, and wonder how they mourn. 
Shall ſpring to theſe ſad ſcenes no more return? 
© Is yonder wave the ſun's eternal bed 
© Soon ſhall the orient with new luſtre burn, 
And ſpring ſhall ſoon her vital influence ſhed, 
Again attune the grove, again adorn the mead. 


XXVII. 
© Shall I be left abandon'd in the duſt, 
© When Fate, relenting, lets the flower revive? 
© Shall nature's voice, to man alone unjuſt, 
© Bid him, though doom'd to periſh, hope to live ? 
© Is it for this fair Virtue oft muſt ſtrive 
With diſappoiatment, penury, and pain !— 
© No: Heaven's immortal ſpring ſhall yet arrive; 
And man's majeſtic beauty bloom again, 
© Bright through th' eternal year of Love's triumphant 
© reign.” 


XXVIII. 

This truth ſublime his ſimple ſire had taught. 

In ſooth, t was almoſt all the ſhepherd knew. 

No ſubtle nor ſuperfluous lore he ſought, 

Nor ever wiſh'd his Edwin to purſue. 

© Let man's own ſphere (quoth he) confine his view, 

© Be man's peculiar work his ſole delight.” 

And much, and oft, he warn'd him, to eſchew 
. Falſchood and guile, and aye maintain the right, 

By pleaſure unſeduced, unawed by lawleſs might. 
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XXIX. 
And, from the prayer of Want, and plaint of Wo, 
© O never, never turn away thine ear. 
© Forlarn, in this bleak wilderneſs below, 
© Ah! what were man, ſhould Heaven refuſe to hear! 
To others do (the law is not ſevere) 
© What to thyſelf thou wiſheſt to be done. 
© Forgive thy foes; and love thy parents dear, 
And friends, and native land; nor thoſe alone; 
All human weal and wo learn thou to make thine own. 


Sce, in the rear of the warm ſunny ſhower, 
The viſionary boy from ſhelter fly ! 

For now the ſtorm of ſummer-rain is o'er, 

And cool, and freſh, and fragrant is the ſky. 
And, lo! in the dark eaſt, expanded high, 

The rainbow brightens to the ſetting ſun ! 

Fond fool, that deem'ſt the ſtreaming zlory nigh, 
How vain the chace thine ardor has begun ! 
*Tis fled afar, ere half thy purpoſed race be run, 


XXXI. 
Yet couldſt thou learn, that thus it fares with age, 
When pleaſure, wealth, or power, the boſom warm, 
This baffled hope might tame thy manhood's rage, 
And Diſappointment of her ſting diſarm.— 
But why ſhould foreſight thy fond heart alarm? 
Periſh the lore that deadens young deſire 
Purſue, poor imp, th' imaginary charm, 
Indulge gay Hope, and Fancy's pleaſing fire : 
Fancy and Hope too ſoon ſhall of themſelves expire. 
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XXXII. 

When che löng· ſounding (curfew from afar 
Loaded with loud lament the lonely gale, 
Young Edwin, lighted by the evening ſtar, 
Lingering and liſtening, wander d down the vale. . 
There would he dream of graves, and curſes pale; 
And ghoſts, that to the chargel-dungeon throng, 
And drag a length of clanking chain, and wail, 
Till ſilenced by:the owl's terrific ſang, 

Or blaſt that ihrieks by fits the ſhuddering iſles along. 


XXXII. 
Or, when the ſetting. moon, in crimſon dyed, 
Hung o'er the dark. and melancholy-deep, 
To haunted ſtream, remote from. man, he hied, . 
| Where Fays of yore their revels wont to keep; . 

| Aud there let Fancy roam at large, till ſleep 
| A viſion brought to his intranced ſight. 

And firſt, a wildly-murmuring wind gan creep - 

Shrill to his ringing ear; then tapers bright, 
With iaſtantancous gleam, illumed the vault of Night. 


XXXIV. 
Anon in view a portal's blazon'd arch 
Aroſe; the trumpet bids the valves unfold ; - 
And forth an hoſt of little warriors march, . 
Graſping the diamond lance, and targe of gold. 
Their look-was gentle, their demeanour bold, 
And green their helms, and green their ſilk attire; - 
And here and there, right venerably old, 
be long-robed minſtrels wake the warbling wire, 
Aud ſome with mellow breath the martial pipe inſpire... 
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XXXV. 


With merriment, and ſong, and timbrels clear, 
A troop of dames from myrtle bowers advance; 


Ihe little warriors doff the targe and ſpear, 

And loud enlivening ſtrains provoke the dance. 
They meet, they dart away, they wheel afkance; 
To right, to left, they thrid tbe flying maze ; 
Now bound aloft, with vigorous ſpring, then glance 


Rapid along: with many-colour'd rays . 
3 _gems, and gold, Abe echoing folteſts/tilate. 


XXXVI. 


The dream is fled. Proud harbinger of day, 


Who ſcar'dſt the viſion with thy clarion ſurill, 


Fell chantieleer! who oft haſt reſt away 


My fancied good, and brought. ſubſtantial ill! 


O to thy curſed ſcream, diſcordant till, 

Let Harmony aye ſhut her gentle car : 

Thy boaſtful mirth let jealous rivals ſpill, 

Inſult thy creſt, and gloſiy pinions.tear, 
And ever in thy dreams the ruthleſs fox appear. 


XXXVII. 


Forbear, my Muſe. Let Love attune thy line. 
Revoke the ſpell. Thine Edwin frets not ſo. 
For how ſhould he at wicked chance repine, 


Who feels from every. change amuſement flow? 


Even now his eyes with ſmiles of rapture glow, 


As on he wanders through the ſcenes of morn, 
Where the freſh flowers in living luſtre blow, 
Where thouſand pearls'the dewy lawns adorn, 


A thouſand notes of joy in every breeze are born. 


— WIG wer Pe oy ge — 
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XXXVIII. 
But who the melodies of morn can tell? 
The wild brook babbling down the mountain ſide; 
The lowing herd ; the ſheepfold's ſimple bell ; 
The pipe of early ſhepherd dim deſcried 
In the lone valley ; echoing far and wide 
The clamorous horn along the cliffs above; 
The hollow murmur of the ocean-tide ; 
The hum of bees, and linnet's lay of love, 
And the full choir that wakes the univerſal grove. 


-  XXKAIX. 

The cottage-curs at early pilgrim bark; 
Crown'd with her pail the tripping milk maid ſings; 
The whiſtling plowman ſtalks aficld ;. and, hark 
Don the rough ſlope the ponderous waggon rings: 
Through ruſtling corn the hare aſtoniſh'd ſprings ; 
Slow tolls the village-clock- the drowſy hour ; 
The partridge burſts away on whirring wings ; 
Deep mourns the turtle in ſequeſter'd bower, 

And ſlyill lark carols clear from her acrial tour. | 


XI. 
O Nature, how in every charm ſupreme 
Whoſe votaries feaſt on raptures ever new ! 
O for the voice and fire of ſcraphim, 
To'ſing thy glories with devotion due 
| Bleſt be the day 1 'ſcaped the wrangling crew, 
From Pyrrho's maze, and Epicurus' ſty ; 
And held high converſe with the godlike few, 
Who to th' enraptur'd heart, and ear, and eye, 
Teach beauty, virtue, truth, and love, and melody. 


Tux PROGRESS or GENIUS, 15 


XLI. 
Hence ! ye, who ſnare and ſtupefy the mind, 
- Sophiſts, of beauty, virtue, joy, the bane! 
Greedy and fell, though impotent and bliad, 
Who ſpread your filthy nets in Truth's fair fane, 
And ever ply your venom'd fangs amain ! 
Hence to dark Error's den, whoſe rankling ſlime 
Firſt gave you form! hence! leſt the Muſe ſhould deign, 
(Though loath on theme ſo mean to waſte a rhyme), 
With vengeance to purſue your ſacrilegious crime. 


. XLII. 
But hail, ye mighty maſters of the lay, 
Nature's true ſons, the friends of man and truth ! 
Whoſe ſong, ſublimely ſweet, ſerenely gay, 
Amuſed my childhood, and iaform'd my youth. 
O let your ſpirit ſtill my boſom ſooth, 
Inſpire my. dreams, and my wild waaderings guide ! 
Your voice each rugged path of life can ſmooth; 
For well I know, where-ever ye reſide, 
There harmony, and peace, and innocence, abide. 


XLIII. 
Ah me! abandon'd on the loneſome plain, 
As yet poor Edwin never knew your lore, 
Save when againſt the winter's drenching rain, 
And driving ſnow, the cottage ſhut the door. 
Then, as inſtructed by tradition hoar, 
Her legends when the Beldam 'gan impart, 
Or chant the old heroic ditty o'er, 
Wonder and joy ran thrilling to his heart ; 
Much he the tale admired, but more the tuneful art. 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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XLIV. 

Various and ſtrange was the long-winded tale; 

And halls, and knights, and ſeats of arms, diſplay'd; 

Or merry ſwains, who quaff the nut-brown ale, 

And ſing, enamour'd of the nut-brown maid ; 

The moon-light revel of the fairy glade.; 

Or hags, that ſackle an infernal brood, 

And ply in caves th' unutterable trade “, 

Midſt fiends and ſpeCtres, quench the moon in blood, 
Vell in the midnight ſtorm, or ride ch' inſuriate flood. 


XLV. 
Bat when to horror his amazement roſe, 
A gentler ſtrain the Beldam would rehearſe, 
A tale of rural life, a tale of woes, 
The orphan- babes, and guardian uncle fierce. 
O cruel! will no pang of pity picrce 
That heart by luſt of luere ſear d to ſtone ! 
For ſure, if aught of virtue laſt, or verſe, 
To lateſt. times ſhall tender ſouls bemoan 
"Thoſe helpleſs orphan-babes by thy fell arts undone. 


Alluſion to SuAK STAR. 
Macheth. How now, ye ſecret, black, and midnight 
hags, 2285 
What is't you do? 
<Fitches. A deed wirnour A NAME. 
Maczrru. Act 4. Scene 1. 
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XLVI. 
Behold, with berries ſmear'd, with brambles torn *, 
The-babes now famiſh'd lay them down to die, 
Midſt the wild howl of darkſome woods forlorn; 
Folded in one another's arms they lie; 
Nor friend, nor ſtranger, hears their dying cry : 
For from the town the man returns no more.” 
But thou, who Heaven's juſt vengeance dareſt defy, 
This deed with fruitleſs tears ſhalt ſoon deplore, 


When Death lays waſte thy houſe, and-flames conſume 


thy ſtore. 


XLVII. 
A ſtifled ſmile of ſtern vindictive joy 
Brighten'd one moment Edwin's-ſtarting tear, 
* But why ſhould gold man's feeble mind decoy, 
And Innocence thus die by doom ſevere ? 
O Edwin! while thy heart is yet ſincere, 
Th aſſaults of diſcontent and doubt repel : 
Dark even at noontide is our mortal ſphere ; 
But let us hope. to doubt, is to rebel, —- 


Let us exult in hope, that all ſhall yet be well. 


XLVIII. ö 
Nor be thy generous indignation check'd, 
Nor check'd the tender tear to Miſery given; 
From Guilt's contagious power ſhall that protect, 
This ſoften and refine the ſoul for heaven. 


ow 


IN TUE WOOD, . 


* — 
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* Sce the fine old ballad, called, Tux emrokxx- 


B 


a8 THE: MINSTREL; on, 


But dreadful is their doom, whom doubt hath driven 
To cenfure Fate, and pious Hope forego : 
Like yonder blaſted boughs by lightning riven, 
Perſection, beauty, life, they never know, 
But frown on all that paſs, a monument of wa. 


XLIX. 
Shall he, whoſe birth, maturity, and age, 
Scarce fill the circle of one ſummer-day, 
Shall the poor gnat with diſcontent and rage 
Exclaim, that Nature haſtens to decay, 
If but a cloud obſtru& the ſolar ray, 
If but a momentary ſhower deſcend ! 
Or ſhall frail man Heaven's dread decree gainſay, 
Which bade the ſeries of events extend 
Wide through unnumber d worlds, and ages without end! 


L. 
One part, one little part, we dimly ſcan 
Through the dark medium of life's feveriſn dream; 
Vet dare arraign the whole ſtupendous plan, 
If but that little part incongruous ſeem. 
Nor is that part perhaps what mortals deem; 
Oft from apparent ill our bleſſings rite. 
O then renounce that impious ſelt- eſteem, 
That aims to trace the ſecrets of the ſkies: 
For thou art but of duft; be humble, and be wiſe. 


LI. 

Thus Heaven enlarged his ſoul in fiper years. 
For Nature gave him ſtrength, and fire, to ſoar, 
On Fancy's wing, above this vale of tears; 
Where dark cold-hearted fceptics, creeping, pore 
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Through microſcope of metaphyſie lore : 

And much they grope for truth, but never hit. 

For why ? their powers, inadequate before, 

This art prepoſterous renders more unt; 

Yet deem they darkneſs light, and their vain blunders wic. 


LI. 
Nor was this ancient dame a foe to mirth. 
Her ballad; jeſt, and riddle's quaint device 
Oft cheer'd the ſhepherds round their ſocial hearth; 
Whom levity or ſpleen eould ne'er entice 
To purchaſe chat or laughter at the price 
Of decency. Nor let it faith exceed, 
That Nature forms a ruſtic taſte fo nice.— 
Ah! had they been of court or city breed, 
Such delicacy were right marvellous indeed. 


I. III. 
Oft when the winter-ſtorm had ceas'd to rave, 
He roam'd the ſnowy waſte at even, to view 
"The cloud ſtupendous, from th' Atlantic wave 
High-towering, fail along th' horizon blue: 
Where midſt the changeſul ſcenery ever new 
Fancy a thouſand wondrous forms deſeries 
More wildly great than ever pencil drew, 
Rocks, torrents, gulfs, and ſhapes-of giant ſize, 
And glittering cliffs on cliffs, and fiery ramparts riſo. 


LIV. 
Thence muſing onward to the ſounding ſhore, 
The lone enthuſiaſt oft would take his way, 
Liſtening with pleaſing dread to the'deep roar 
Of the wide-weltering waves. In black array 
B 2 
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When ſulphurous clouds roll'd on the vernal day, 
Even then he haſtcen'd from the haunt of man, 
Along the darkening wilderneſs to ſtray, 
What time the lightning's fierce career began, 

And o'er heaven's rending arch the rattling thunder ran, 


LV. 
Reſponſire to the ſprightly pipe when all. 
In ſprightly dance the village- youth were join d. 


Edwin, of melody aye held in thrall, 


From the rude gambol far remote reclined, 


Sooth'd with the ſoft nates warbling in the wind, 


Ah then, all jollity ſeem'd noiſe and folly, 
To the pure ſoul by Fancy's fire refined, 
Ah what is mirth but turbulence unholy, 


When with the charm compared of heavenly melancholy | 


LVI. 
Is there a heart that muſic cannot melt 
Ah me! bow is that rugged heart forlorn! 
Is there, who ne er thoſe. myſtic tranſports felt 
Of ſolitude and melancholy born ? 
He needs not woo the Muſe ; he is her ſcorn. 
The ſopbiſt's rope of cobweb he ſhall twine; 
Mope o'er the ſchoolman's peeviſh page; or mourn, 
And delve for life, in Mammon's dirty mine; 


Sneak with the ſcoundrel fox, or grunt with glutton ſwine 


Le 
For Edwin Fate a nobler doom had. plann'd; 
Song was his favourite and firſt purſuit. 
The wild harp rang to his adventurous hand, 
And languiſh'd to his breath the plaiotive flute, 


* 


rl 
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His infant muſe, though artleſs, was not mute: 
Of elegance as yet he took no care; 

For this of time and culture is the fruit; 

And Edwin gain'd at laſt this fruit ſo rare: 


As in ſome future verſe I purpoſe to declare, 


LVIII. 
Meanwhile, whate'er of beautiful, or new, 
Sublime, or dreadful, in earth, ſea, or ky, 
By chance, or ſearch, was offer'd to his view, 
He ſcann'd with curious and romantic eye. 
Whate'er of lore tradition could ſupply 
From Gothic tale, or ſong, or fable old, 
\Rous'd him, ſtill keen to IMMten and to pry. 
At laſt, though long by penury control'd, 
And folitude, his ſoul her graces 'gan unfold. 


LIX. 
Thus on the chill Lapponian's dreary land, 
For many a long month loſt in ſnow profound, 
When Sol from Cancer ſends the ſeaſon bland, 
«And in their northern cave the ſtorms hath bound; 
From filent mountains, ſtraight, with ſtartling ſound, 
Torrents are hurl'd; green hills emerge; and lo, 
The trecs with foliage, cliffs with flowers are crown'd; 
Pure rills through vales of verdure warbling go; 
And wonder, love, and joy, the peafant's heart o'crflow . 
B 3 


* Spring and Autumn are hardly known to the Lap» 
landers. About the time the fun enters Cancer, their 
fields, which a week before were covered with ſnow, 
appcar on a ſudden full of graſs and flowers. 
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LK. 

Here pauſe, my Gothic lyre, a little while. 

Ihe leiſure hour is all that thou canſt claim. 
But if on this labour ſmile, 

New ſtrains erclong ſhall animate thy frame. 
And his applauſe to me is more than fame; 

For ſtill with truth accords his taſte refined. 

At lucre or renown let others aim, 

I only wiſh to pleaſe the gentle mind, 

. Whom Nature's charms infpire, and love of humankind; 


THE 
Me Ng PF STE; 
0 a, 
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Doctrina ſed vim promovet inſitam, 
Rectique cultus pectora roborant. 


Hog AT. 


| 

OF chance or change O let not man complain, 

| Elſe ſhall he never never ceaſe to wail : 

For, from the imperial dome, to where the ſwain 

Rears the lone cottage in the ſilent dale, 

All feel th' aſſault of fortune's fickle gale; 

Art, empire, earth it{elf, to change are doom'd; 

Earthquakes have raiſed to heaven the humble vale, 

And gulphs the mountain's mighty mas entomb'd, . 
And where th' Atlantick rolls wide continents have 

| dloom'd ®, | | 
B 4 
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II. 
But ſure to foreign climes we need not range, 
Nor ſearch the ancient records of our race, 
To learn the dire effects of time and change, 
Which in ourſelves, alas, we daily trace. 
Yet at the darken'd eye, the wither'd face, 
Or hoary hair, I never will repine : 
But ſpare, O Time, whate'er of mental grace, 
Of candour, love, or. ſympathy divine, 
Whate'er of fancy's ray, or friendſhip's flame is mine. 


F II. 
So l, obſequious to Truth's dread command, 
Shall here without reluctance change my lay, 
And ſmite the-Gothic lyre with harſher hand; 
Now when leave that flowery path for aye 
Of childhood, where I ſported many a-day, 
Warbling and ſauntering careleſly along; 
Where every face was innocent and gay, 
Each vale romantick, tuneful every tongue, 
Sweet, wild, and artleſs all, as Edwin's infant ſong. 


IV. 

© Periſh the lore that deadens young deſire 
Is the ſoft tenor of my ſong no more. 
Edwin, though loved of heaven, muſt not aſpire 
To bliſs, which mortals never knew before. 
On trembling wings let youthful fancy ſoar, 

Nor always haunt the Tunny realms of joy; 

But now and then the ſhades of life explore; 
Thongh many a ſound and ſight of woe annoy, 

And many a qualm of care his riſing hopes deſtroy. 
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V. 

Vigour from toil, from trouble patience grows. 
The weakly bloſſom, warm in ſummer bower, 
Some tints of trankent beauty may diſcloſe ; 

But ah it withers in the chilling hour. 

Mark yonder oaks ! Superiour to the power 

Of all the warring winds of heaven they riſe, 

And from the ſtormy promontory tower, 

And toſs their giant arms amid the ſkies, 

While. each aſſailing blaſt increaſe of ſtrength ſupplies. 


VI. 
And now the downy cheek and deepen'd voice 
Gave dignity to Edwin's blooming prime; 
And walks of wider eircuit were his choice, 
And vales more wild, and mountains more ſublime. 
One evening, as he framed the careleſs rhyme, 
It was his chance to wander far abroa, 
And o'er a lonely eminence to-climb, 
Which heretofore his foot- had never-trode; 
A vale appear'd below, a deep retired.abode. 


VII. 
Thither he hied, enamour'd of the ſcene? 
For rocks on rocks piled, as by magic ſpell, 
Here ſcorch'd with lightning, there with ivy green, 
Fenced from the north and eaſt this ſavage dell; 
Southward a mountain roſe with caſy ſwell, 
Whoſe long long groves eternal murmur made; 
And toward the weſtern ſun a ſtreamlet fell, 
Where, through the clifis, the eye, remote, furvey'd 
Blue hills, and glittering waves, and ſkics in gold array d. 
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VII. 

Along this narrow valley you might ſee 
The wild deer ſporting on the mcadow ground, 
And, here and there, a ſolitary tree, 
Or moſly ſtone, or rock with woodbine crown d. 
Oft did the cliffs reverberate the ſound 
Of parted fragments tumbling from on high; 
And from the ſummit of that craggy mound 
The perching eagle oft was heard to cry, 

Or on reſounding wings to ſhoot athwart the ſky. 


IX. 
One cultivated ſpot there was, that ſpread 
Its flowery boſom to the noonday beam, 

Where many a roſe-bud rears its bluſhing head, 
And herbs for food with future plenty teem. 
Sooth'd by the lulling found of grove and ſtream 
Romanrick vifions ſwarm on Edwin's ſoul : 

He minded not the fan's laſt trembling gleam, 
Nor heard from far the twilight curfew toll; 
When flowly on his-car theſe moving accents ſtole. - 


X. 
© Hail, awful ſcenes, that calm the troubled breaſt, 
© And woo the weary to profound repoſe ; 
© Can paſſion's wildeſt uproar lay to reſt, 

And whifper comfort to the man of woes! 
© Here Innocence may wander, ſafe from foes, 
And Contemplation ſoar on ſeraph wings. 
O Solitude, the man who thee foregoes, 
© When luere lures him, or ambition ſtings, 
& Shall never know the ſource whence real grandeur 
«- ſprings, 
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: Xl. 
© Vain man, is grandeur given to gay attire ? 
© Then let the butterfly thy pride upbraid :— 
Jo friends, attendants, armies, bought with hire? 
© It is thy weakneſs that requires their aid :— 
© To palaces, with gold and gems inlay'd? 
They fear the thief, and tremble in the ſtorm :— 
© To hoſts, through carnage who to conqueſt wade ?: 
© Behold the victor vanquith'd by the worm! 
© Behold, what deeds of woe the locuſt can perform! 


XII. 

© True dignity is his, whoſe tranquil mind 
« Virtue has raiſed above the thingy below, 
Who, every hope and fear to heaven reſign'd, 
shrinks not, though Fortune aim her deadlieſt blow.” 
This ſtrain from midſt the rocks was heard to flow 
In ſolemn ſounds. Now beam'd the evening ſtar ;. 
And from embattled clouds emerging flow 
Cynthia came riding on her ſilver car; 

And hoary mountain-cliffs ſhone faintly from afar.. 


XIII. 

Soon did the ſolemn voiee its theme renew; 

(While Edwin wrapt in wonder liſtening 0, 

© Ye tools and toys of tyranny, adieu, 

* Scorn'd by the wiſe, and hated by the good! 
Le only can engage the ſervile brood 

© Of Levity and Luſt, who, all their days, 

© Aſhamed of truth and liberty, have woo'd, - 

© And hug'd the chain, that glittering on their gaze 

& Seems to outſhine the pomp of heaven's empyreal 
blaze. 


LY 
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XIV. 

Like them, abandon'd to Ambition's ſway, 

© 1 fought for glory in the paths of guile; 

And fawn'd and ſmiled, to plunder and betray, 

© Mvſclf betray'd and plunder'd all the while; 

© So gnaw'd the viper the corroding file. 

gut now with pangs of keen remorſe I rue 

* 'Thoſe years of trouble and debaſement vile.— 

© Yet why. ſhauld I this crucl theme purſuc! 
Fly, fly, deteſted thoughts, for ever from my view. 

2 
XV, 

The guſts of appetite, the clouds of care, 

And ſtorms of diſappointment, all o erpaſt, 

* Henceforth no earthly hope with heaven ſhall ſhare 

This heart, where peace ſerenely ſhines at laſt. 

And if for me no treaſure be amaſs d, 

And if no future age ſhall hear my name, 

I lurk-the more ſecure from fortune's blaſt, 

And with more leiſure feed this pious flame, 
© Whoſe rapture far tranſcends the faireſt hopes of ſame. 


XVI. 

© 'The-end and the reward of toil is reſt. 

* Be all my prayer for virtue and for peace. 

Of wealth and fame, of pomp and power poſſeſs'd, 

© Who ever felt his weight of woe decreaſe! 

© Ah! what-avails'the love of Rome and Greece, 

The lay heaven-prompted, and harmonious ſtring, 

© The duſt of Ophir, or the Tyrian fleece, 

All that art, fortune, enterpriſe, can bring, 
If envy, ſcorn, remorſe, or pride the boſom wring! 
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XVII, 

© Let Vanity adorn the marble tomb- 

With trophies, rhymes, and ſcutcheons of renown, 

In the deep dungeon of ſome Gothic dome, 

Where night and deſolation erer frown. 

Mine be the breezy hill that ſkirts the down; 

* Where a green grafly turf is all I crave, 

With here and there a violet beſtrown, 

© Faſt by a brook, or fountain's murmuring wave; 
And many an evening ſun ſhine ſweetly on my grave; 


XVIII. 
© And thither let the village ſwain repair; 
And, light of heart, the village maiden gay, 
. * To deck with flowers her half-diſhevel'd hair, 

* And celebrate the merry morn of May. 
There let the ſhepherd's pipe the live-long day 
„Fill all the grove with love's bewitching wo; 
And when. mild Evening comes with mantle grey, 
* Let not the blooming band make haſte to go; 

© No ghoſt nor ſpell my long and laſt abode ſhall know. 


XIX.. 
For though I fly to ſcape from Fortune's rage, 
* And bear the ſcars of envy, ſpite, and ſcorn, 
Let with mankind no horrid war I wage, 
Let with no impious ſpleen my breaſt . is torn: 
* For virtue loſt, and ruin'd man, I mourn. 
O Man, creation's pride, heaven's darling child; 
Whom nature's beſt divineſt gifts adorn, 
Why from thy home are truth and joy exiled, 
And all thy favourite haunts with blood and tears de- 
* filed! . 


— 


— — — 


r 


66% To o—_ —— — — 2 


RP ro x . 


— "FE OE, 


" 0 1 * 
2 oO 3 OR 9; Nl + Co 
— —— — —-— 


3 THE MINSTREL; on, 


XX. | 

Along yon glittering ſky what glory ſtreams ! 
What majelty attends night's lovely queen! 
Fair laugh our valkes in the vernal beams; 
And mountains riſe, and oceans roll between, 
And all conſpire to beautify the ſcene. 

But, in the mental world, what chaos drear ! 

* What forms of mournful, loathſome, furious mien 

© © when ſhail-that Eternal Morn appear, 
* Theſe dreadful forms to chaſe, this chaos dark to clear * 


WY > WY 


XXI. 

* © 'Thon, at whoſe creative ſmile, von heaven, 

In all the pomp of beauty, life, and light, 
- * Roſe from th' abyſs; when dark Confuſion, driven 
Down down the bottomleſs profound of night, 
Fled, where he ever flies thy piercing ſight 
O glance on theſe ſad ſhades one pitying ray, 
To blaſt the fury of oppreſſive might, 

« Melt the hard heart to love and mercy's ſway, 


S- -'< 


And chear the wandering ſoul, and light him on the 


6 way. 
XXII. 
Silence enſued: and Edwin raiſed his eves 
In tears, for grief lay heavy at his heart. 
And is it thus in courtly life“ (he cries) 
© That man to man acts a betrayer's part ? 
And dares he thus the gifts of heaven pervert, 
Each ſocial inſtinct, and fublime defire!— 
* Hail Poverty! if hononr, wealth, and art, 
* If what the great purſue, and learn'd admire, 
Thus diſſipate and quench the ſoul's ethercal firc” 
I 
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XXIII. 
Ie ſaid, and turn d away ; nor did the Sage 
'O'crhear, in ſilent ariſons employ d. 
The Youth, his riſing ſorrow to aſſuage, 
Home as he hied, the evening ſcene enjoy d: 
For now no cloud obſcures the ſtarry void; 
The yellow moonlight ſleeps on all the hills; 
Nor is the mind with ſtartling ſounds annoy'd, 
A ſoothing murmur the lone region fills, 
Of groves, and dying gales, and melancholy rills. 


XXIV. 
But he from day to day more anxious grew. 
The voice ſtill ſeem'd to vibrate on his ear. 
Nor durſt he hope the Hermit's tale untrue; 
For man he ſeem'd to love, and heaven to fear; 
And none ſpeaks falſe, where there is none to hear. 
Let, can man's gentle heart become ſo fell! 
No moxe in vain conjecture let me wear 
* My hours away, but ſcek the Hermit's cell; 
< "Tis he my doubt can clear, perhaps my care diſpel." 


| XXV. 
At early dawn the Youth his journey took, 
And many a mountain paſs' d, and valley wide, 
Then reach'd the wild; where, in a flowery nook, 
And ſcated on a molly ſtone, he ſpied 
An antient man: his harp lay him belide. 
A ſtag ſprang from the paſture at his call, 
And, kneeling, lick'd the wither'd hand, that tied 
A wreathe of woodbine round his antlers tall, 
And hung his loſty neck with many a floweret ſmall. 
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XXVI. 
And now the hoary Sage aroſe, and ſaw 
The wanderer approaching: innocence 
Smiled on his glowing cheek, but modeſt awe 


Depreſs d his eye, that fear d to give offence. 


Who art thou, courteous ſtranger ? and from whence? 
* Why roam thy ſteps to this abandon'd dale? 

A ſhepherd-boy (the Youth replied), far hence 
© My habitation ; hear my artleſs tale; 


Nor. levity nor fallhood ſhall thine car aſſail. 


XXVII. 
© Late.as I roam'd, intent on Nature's charms, 
I reach'd at eve this wilderneſs profound; 
© And, leaning where yon oak expands her arms, 
© Heard theſe rude cliffs thine awful voice rebound, . 


(For in thy ſpeech I recogniſe the ſound.) 


© You mourn'd for ruin'd man, and virtue loſt, 
And ſeem'd to feel of keen remorſe the wound, 
© Pondering on former days, by guilt engroſs d, 


© Or in the giddy. ſtorm. of diſſipation toſs'd. 


XXVIII. 
© But ſay, in courtly life can eraft be learn'd, 
© Where knowledge opens, and exalts the foul 3 
©. Where Fortune laviſhes her gifts uncarn'd, 
© Can ſelfiſhneſs the liberal heart control? 
© Is glory there achiev'd by arts, as foul 
© As thoſe-which felons, fiends, and furies plan? 


Spiders enſnare, ſnakes poiſon, tygers prowl ;. 


© Love is the godlike attribute of man. 


c. O teach a ſimple Youth this myſtery to ſcan.. 


L 
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. XXIX. 
© Or elſe the lamentable ſtrain diſclaim, 
* And give me back the calm, contented mind; 
* Which, late, exulting, view'd, in Nature's frame, 
* Goodneſs untainted, wiſdom unconfined, 
© Grace, grandeur, and utility combined. 
© Reſtore thoſe tranquil days, that ſaw me till 
Well pleaſed with all, but moſt with humankind; 
© When Fancy roam'd through Nature's works at will, 
* Uncheck'd by cold diſtruſt, and uninform'd of ill. 


XXX. 
VWouldſt thou (the Sage replied) in peace return 
To the gay dreams of fond romantick youth, 
* Leave me to hide, in this remote ſojourn, 
From every gentle ear the dreadful truth: 
For if my deſultory ſtrain with ruth 
And indignation make thine eyes o'erflow, 
© Alas! what comfort could thy anguiſh ſooth, 
© Shouldſt thou th' extent of human folly know. 
* Bc ignorance thy choice, where knowledge leads to wo. 


XXXI. 
© But let untender thoughts afar be driven; 
© Nor venture to arraign the dread decree : 
For know, to man, as candidate for heaven, 
The voice of The Eternal faid, Be free: - 
* And this divine prerogative to thee 
Does virtue, happineſs, and heaven convey; 
For virtue is the child of liberty, 
And happineſs of virtue; nor can they 
© Be free to keep the path who are not free to ſtray. - 
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Dll. 
© Yet leave me not. I would allay that gricf, 
Which elſe might thy young virtue overpower; 
And in thy converſe I ſhall find relief, 
When the dark ſhades of melancholy lower; 
© For ſolitude has many a dreary hour, 
© Even when exempt from grief, remorie, and pain: 
© Come often then; for, haplv, in my bower, 
© Amuſcment, knowledge, wiſdom thou may'ſt gain: 
© If I one foul improve, I have not lived in vain.” 


XXXIII. 
And now, at length, to Edu in's ardent gaze 
The Muſe of hiſtory unrolls her page. 
But few, alas! the ſcenes her art diſplays, 
To charm his fancy, or his heart engage. 
Here Chiefs their thirſt of power in blood aſſwage, 
And ſtraĩght their flames with tenfold fierceneſs burn: 
Here ſmiling Virtue prompts the patriot's rage, 
But lo, erelong, is left alone to mourn, 
And languiſh in the duſt, and claſp th' abandon'd urn. 


XXXIV. 

* Ah, what avails (he ſaid) to trace the ſprings 
That whirl of empire the ſtupendous wheel ! 
Ah, what have I to do with conquering kings, 
Hands drench'd in blood, and breaits begirt with 

« ſteel! 
To thoſe, hom Nature taught to think and feel, 
Heroes, alas! are things of ſmali concern. 
Could Hiſtory man's ſecret heart reveal, 
And what imports a heaven-born mind to learn, 
Aer tranſcripts to explore what boſom would not yearn] 
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XXXV, 

This praiſe, O Cheronean Sage “, is thine. 

* (Why ſhould this praiſe to thee alone belong!) 

All elſe from Nature's moral path decline, 

Lured by the toys that captivate the throng ; 

To herd in cabinets and camps, among 

* Spoil, carnage, and the cruel pomp of pride; 

* Or chaunt of heraldry the drowſy ſong, 

© How tyrant blood, o'er many a region wide, 
© Rolls to a thouſand thrones its execrable tide. 


| XXXVI. 

O who of man the ſtory will unfold, 
Ere victory and empire wrought annoy, 
* In that elyſran age (miſnamed of gold) 
The age of love, and innocence, and joy, 
© When all were great and free! man's fole employ 
© To deck the boiom of his parent earth; 
© Or toward his bower the murmuring ſtream decoy, 
To aid the floweret's long-expected birth, 

* And lull the bed of peace, and crown the board of 

© mirth, 
XXXVII. 

« Sweet were your ſhades, O ye primeval groves, 
* Whoſe boughs to man his food and ſhelter lent, 
© Pure in his pleafures, happy in his loves, 
* His eye (till ſmiling, and his heart content. 
© Then, hand in hand, Health, Sport, and Labour went. 
Nature ſupply'd the with the taught to crave. 
None prowl'd for prey, none watch'd to circumvent. 
© To all an equal lot Heaven's bounty gave: 

No vaſſal fcar'd his lord, no tyrant fear'd his ſlave. 

C2 
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XXXVIII, 
© But ah! th' Hiſtorick Muſe has never dared | 
To pierce thoſe hallow d bowers: tis Fancy's beam 
Pour'd on the viſion of th' enraptured Bard, 
That paints the charms of that delicious cheme. 
Then hail ſweet Fancy's ray! and hail the dream 
That weans the weary ſoul from guilt and woe! 
© Careleſs what others of my choice may deem, 
© I long where Love and Fancy lead to go, 


© And meditate on heaven; enough of earth I know. 


XXXIX. 
© 1 cannot blame thy choice (the Sage replicd) 
For ſoft and ſmooth are Fancy's flowery ways. 
And yet, even there, if left without a guide, 
The young adventurer unſafely plays. 
Eyes dazzled long by Fiction's gaudy rays 
* In modeſt Truth no light nor beauty find. 
* And who, my child, would truſt the meteor-blaze, 
© That ſoon muſt fail, and leave the wanderer blind, 


© More dark and helpleſs far, than if it nc'er had ſhined? 


XL. 
Fancy enervatcs, while it ſooths, the heart, 
* And, while it dazzles, wounds the mental fight : 
* To joy each heightening charm it can impart, 
But wraps the hour of wo in tenfold night. 
And often, where no real ills affright, 
© Its viſionary fiends, an endleſs train, 
Aſſail with equal or ſuperior might, 
And through the throbbing heart, and dizzy brain, 


And ſhivering nerves, ſhoot ſtings of more than mortal 


pain. | 
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XLI. 
And yet, alas, the real ills of liſe 
Claim the full vigour of a mind prepared, 
Prepared for patient, long, laborious ſtrife, 
Its guide Experience, and Truth its guard. 
We fare on earth as other men have fared : 
© Were they ſucceſsful ? Let not us deſpair. 
Was diſappointment oft their fole reward? 
Let ſhall their tale inſtruct, if it declare, | 
© How they have borne the load ourſelves are doom'd te 
© bear. 


XLII. 

* What charms th' Hiſtorick Muſe adorn, from ſpoils, 
© And blood, and tyrants, when ſhe wings her flight, 
Jo hail the patriot Prince, whoſe pious toils 
Sacred to ſcience, liberty, and right, 
And peace, through every age divinely bright 
Shall ſhine the boaft and wonder of mankind ! 
© Sees yonder ſun, from his meridian height, 
© A lovelier ſcene, than Virtue thus inſhtined 

© In power, and man with man for mutual aid combined? 


XLIII. 

© Hail ſacred Polity, by Freedom rear d | 

© Hail ſacred Freedom, when by Law reftrain'd! 

© Without you what were man'? A groveling herd 

© In darkneſs, wretchedneſs, and want enchain'd. 

© Sublimed by you, the Greek and Roman reign'd' 

In arts unrivaPd: O, to lateſt days, 
ln Albion may your influence unprofaned 
To godlike worth the generous boſom raiſe, 
© Ant prompt the Sage's lore, and fire the poct's lays. 
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XLIV. 
—* But now let other themes our care engage. 
For lo, with modeſt yet majeſtick grace, 
To curb Imagination's lawleſs rage, 
And from within the cheriſh'd heart to brace, 
© Philoſophy appears. The gloomy race 
* By Indolence and moping Fancy bred, 
« Fear, Diſcontent, Solicitude give place, 
And Hope and Courage brighten in their ſtead, | 
© While on the kindling foul her vital beams are ſhed. 


XLV. 
Then waken from long lethargy to life * 
The ſceds of happineſs, and powers of thought; 
Then jarring appetites forego their ſtrife, 
A ſtrife by ignorance to madneſs wrought. 
* Pleaſure by ſavage man is dearly bought 
* With fell revenge, luſt that defies controul, 
With gluttony and death. The mind untaught 
* Is a dark waſte, where fiends and tempeſts how]; 
As Phebus to the world, is Science to the foul. 


— 


The influence of the Philoſophick Spirit —in hu- 
manizing the mind, and preparing it ſor intellectual 
cxertion and delicate pleaſure ;—in exploring, by the 
help of geometry, the ſyſtem of the univerſe;—in ba- 
niſuing ſuperſtition in promoting navigation, agri- 
culture, medicine, and moral and political ſcience ;— 
trom Stanza XLV, to Stanza LY, 
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XLVI. 
And Reaſon now through Number, Time, and Space, 
© Darts the kcen luſtre of her ſerious cye, 
© And learns, from facts compared, the laws to trace, 
* Whoſe long progreſuion leads to Deity. 
© Can mortal ſtrength preiume to ſoar fo high! 
Can mortal ſight, fo oft bedim'd with tears, 
Such glory bear !—for lo, the ſhadows fly 
From nature's ſace ; Conſuſion diſappears, 


And order charms the eyes, and harmony the. cars. 


XLVII. 
© In the deep windings of the grove, no more 
© 'The hag obſcene, and grieſly phantom dwelL; 
Nor in the fall of mountain-ſtream, or roar 
© Of winds, is heard the angry ſpirit's yell; 
No wizard mutters the tremendous ſpell, 
Nor ſinks convullive in proplietick ſwoon ; 
© Nor bids the noife of drums and trumpets ſwell, 
To caſe of fancied pangs the labouring moon, 


Or chace the ſhade that blots the blazing orb of noon. 


XLVIII. 
Many a long-lingering year, in lonely iſle, 
* Stun'd with th' eternal turbulence of waves, 
© Lo, with dim eyes, that never learn'd to ſmile, 
And trembling hands, the famiſh'd native craves 
* Of Heaven his wretched fare : ſhivering in caves, 
* Or ſcorch'd oa rocks, he pines from day to day; 
© But Science gives the word; and lo, he braves 
* The ſurge and tempeſt, lighted by her ray, 
And to a happier land wafts merrily away. 
C 4 
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XLIX. 

* And even where Nature loads the teeming plain 

With the full pomp of vegetable ſtore, 

* Her bounty, unimproved, is deadly bane : 

Park woods and rankling wilds, from ſhore to ſhore, 

* Stretch their enormous gloom ;z which to explore 

Even Fancy trembles, in her ſprightlieſt mood; 

© For there, cach eyeball gleams with luſt of gore, 

Neſtles cach murderous and cach monſtrous brood, 
« Plague lurks in every ſhade, and ſteams from every flood. 


L. 
« "F'was from Philoſophy man learn'd to tame 
The ſoil by plenty to intemperance fed. 
* Lo, trom the echoing ax, and thundering flame, 
© Poiſon and plague and yelling rage are fled. 
The waters, burſting from their flimy bed, 
Bring health and melody to every vale : 
And, from the breezy main, and mountain's head, 
Ceres and Flora, to the ſunny dale, 
© 'To fan their glowing charms, invite the fluttering galt. 


LI. 
© What dire neceſſities on every hand 
Our art, our ſtrength, our fortitude require! 
© Of foes inteſtine what a numerous band 
- © Againſt this little throb of life conſpire ! 
© Yet Science can elude their fatal ire 
A while, and turn aſide Death's level'd dart, 
© Sooth the ſharp pang, allay the fever's fire, 
* And brace the nerves once more, and cheer the heart, 
« And yet a few ſoft nights and balmy days impart. 


- 
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LII. 
Nor leſs to regulate man's moral frame 
Science exerts her all- compoſing ſway. 
* Flutters thy breaſt with fear, or pants for fame, 
* Or pines to Indolence and Spleen a prey, 
* Or Axarice, a fiend more fierce than they? 
© Flee to the ſhade of Academus' grove; 
Where cares moleſt not, diſcord melts away 
* In harmony, and the pure paſſions prove 


* How ſweet the words of truth breathed from the lips 
of Love. 


LI. 
What cannot Art and Induſtry perform, 
When Science plans the progreſs of their toil ! 
They ſmile at penury, diſeaſe, and ſtorm; 
* And oceans from their mighty mounds recoil. 
When tyrants ſcourge, or demagogues embroil 
© A land, or when the rabble's headlong rage 
Order transforms to anarchy and ſpoil, 
© Deep-verſcd in man the philoſophick Sage 
prepares with lenient hand their phrenzy to aſſwage. 


LIV. 
© 'Tis he alone, whoſe comprehenſive mind, 
From ſituation, temper, ſoil, and clime 
« Explored, a nation's various powers can bind 
And various orders, in one Form ſublime 
Of polity, that, midſt the wrecks of time, 
« Secure ſhall lift its head on high, nor fear 
©'Th' aſſault of foreign or domeſtick crime, 
© While publick faith, and publick love ſincere, 
And Induſtry and Law maintain their ſway ſevere. 
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LV. 
Enraptured by the Hermit's ſtrain, the Youth 
Proceeds the path of Science to explore. 
And now, expanding to the beams of Truth, 
New energies, and charms unknown before, 
His mind diſcloſes : Fancy now no more 
Wantons on fickle pinion through the ſkies; 
But, fix'd in aim, and conſcious of her power, 
Sublime from cauſe to cauſe exults to riſe, 
Creation's blended ſtores arranging as the flies. 


LVI. 

Nor love of novelty alone inſpircs, 

Their laws and nice dependencies to ſcan ; 

For, mindful of the aids that life requires, 
And of the ſervices man owes to man, 

He meditates new arts on Nature's plan; 

The cold deſponding breaſt of Sloth to warm, 
The flame of Induſtry and Genius fan, 

And Emulation's noble rage alarm, 

And the long hours of Toil and Solitude to charm. 


| LVII. 
But She, who ſet on fire his infant heart, 
And all his dreams, and all his wanderings ſhared 
And bleſs'd, the Muſe, and her celeſtial art, 
Still claim th' Enthuſiaſt's fond and firſt regard. 
From Nature's beauties variouſly compared 
And variouſly combined, he Icarns to frame 
Thoſe forms of bright perfection, which the Bard, 
While boundleſs hopes and boundlefs views inflame, 
Enamour'd conſecrates to never-dying fame. 
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LVIII. 
Of late, with cumberſome, though pompous ſhow, 
Edwin would oft his flowery rhyme deface, 
Through ardour to adorn; but Nature now 
To his experienced eye a modeſt grace 
Preſents, where Ornament the ſecond place 
Holds, to intrinſick worth and juſt deſign 
Subſervient ſtill. Simplicity apace 
Tempers his rage: he owns her charm divine, 
And clears th' ambiguous phraſe, and lops th' unwieldy 

line. 

LIX. 
Fain would I ſing (much yet unſung remains) 
What ſweet delirium o'er his boſom ſtole, 
When the great Shepherd of the Mantuan plains * 
His deep majeſtick melody 'gan roll : 
Fain would I fing, what tranſport ſtorm'd his ſoul, 
How the red current throb'd his veins along, 
When, like Pelides, bold beyond controul, 


Gracefully terrible, ſublimely ſtrong, (ſong. 
Homer raiſcd high to heaven the loud, th' impetuous 
LX. 


And how his lyre, though rude her firſt eſſays, 
Now {kill'd to ſooth, to triumph, to complain, 
Warbling at will through cacti; harmonious maze, 
Was taught to modulate the artful (train, 

I fain would ſing:— but ah! I ſtrive in vain. 
Sighs from a breaking heart my voice confound. —_ 
With trembling ſtep, to join yon weeping train, 

I haſte, where gleams ſunereal glare around, 


And, mix'd with ſhricks of woe, the knells of death 


reſound. 


* VIRdII. 
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LXI. 
Adieu, ye lays, that fancy's flowers adorn, 
The ſoft amuſement of the vacant mind! 
He ſleeps in duſt, and all the Muſes mourn, 
He, whom each Virtue fired, each grace refined, 
Friend, teacher, pattern, darling of mankind! *— 
He ſleeps in duſt — Ah, how ſhould I purſue 
My theme To heart-conſuming grief refign'd 
Here on his recent grave I fix my view, 
And pour my bitter tears.—Ye flowery lays, adieu! 


; LXII. 

| Art thou, my G*******, for ever fled! 

| And am I left to nnavailing woe! 

| When fortune*s ſtorms aſſail this weary head, 

Where cares long ſince have flied untimely ſnow, 

Ah, now for comfort whither ſhall I go! 

No more thy ſoothing voice my anguiſh chears : 

| Thy placid eyes with ſmiles no longer glow, 
My hopes to cheriſh, and allay my fears.— 

"Tis meet that I ſhould mourn :— flow forth afreſh my 

rears. | 


| This excellent perſon died ſuddenly, on the Toth 
| of February 1773. The concluſion of the poem was 
written a few days after. 


, 
| 
| 
| 
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* HEN in the crimſon cloud of Even 
The lingering light decays, 

And Heſper on the front of heaven 

His glittering gem diſplays ; 

. Deep in the ſilent vale, unſeen, 

Beſide a lulling ſtream, 

A penſive Youth of placid mien, 

' Indulged this tender theme. 


Ye cliffs, in hoary grandeur piled 

High o'er the glimmering dale; 

"Ye woods, along whoſe windings wild 
Murmurs the fglemn gale; 

Where Melancholy. ſtrays forlorn, 

And Woe retires to weep, 

What time the wan anoon's yellow horn 
Gleams on the weſtern deep: 


This, and moſt of the following pieces, are taken 
from a Collection of juvenile Poems by the ſame hand, 
publiſhed many years ago. The Editor hopes they 
will be agreeable to his readers: but it was with dif- 
culty he could prevail on the Author to conſent to 
their being reprinted. Ne 
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To you, ye waſtes, whoſe artleſs charms 
Nc'er drew Ambition's eye, 

Scaped à tumultuous world's alarms, 

To your retreats | fly. 

Deep in your moſt ſequeſter'd bower 
Let me at laſt recline, 

Where Solitude, mild, modeſt Power, 
Leans on her ivy'd ſhrine. 


How ſhall 1 woo thee, matchleſs Fair! 

Thy heavenly ſmile how win 

Thy ſmile, that ſmooths the brow of Care, 
And ſtills the ſtorm within. 

O wilt thou to thy favourite grove 

Thine ardent votary bring, 

And bleſs his hours, and bid them move 
Serene, on ſilent wing. 


Oft let remembrance ſooth his mind 
With dreams of former days, 

When in the lap of Peace reclined 
He framed his infant lavs; 

When Fancy roved at large, nor Care 
Nor cold Diſtruſt alarm'd, 

Nor Envy with malignant glare 

His imple youth had harm'd. 


"Twas then, O Solitude, to tlice 
His early vows were paid, 
From heart ſincere, an] varm, and ec, 


Deroted to the thade. 
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Ah why did Fate his ſteps decoy 
In ſtormy patis to roam, 

Remote from all congenial joy! 
O take the Wanderer home. 


Thy ſhades, thy ſilence, now be mine, 
Thy charms my only theme; 

My haunt the hollow cliff, whoſe pine 
Waves o'er the gloomy ſtream, 
Whence the ſcared owl on pinions grey 
Breaks from the ruſtling boughs, 

And down the lone vale fails away 

Jo more profound repoſe. 


O while to thee the woodland pours 
Its wildly warbling ſong, 

And balmy from the bank of flowers 
The zephyr breathes alorg; 

Let no rude found invade from far, 
No vagrant foot be nigh, 

No ray from Grandeur's gilded car, 
Flaſh on the ſtartled eye. 


But if ſome pilgrim through the glade 
Thy hallow'd bowers explore, 

O guard from harm his hoary head, 
And liſten to his lore ; 

For he of joys divine ſhall tell 

'Fhat wean from earthly woe, 

And triumph o'er the mighty ſpell 
That chains this heart below. 


+ 
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For me no more the path invites 
Ambition loves to tread; 

No more I climb thoſe toilſome heights 
By guileful Hope miſled; 

Leaps my fond fluttering heart no more 
To Mirth's enlivening train ; 

For preſent pleaſure ſoon is o'er, 

And all the paſt is vain. 


* — — eo all * —ů—ů — > ge hs ens 
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GT. ſhall unthinking man ſubſtantial deem 
The forms that fleet through life's deceitſul dream? 
On clouds, where Fancy's beam amuſive plays, 
-Shall hecdleſs Hope the towering fabric raiſc ? 
Till at Death's touch the fairy viſions fly, 
And real ſcenes ruth diſmal on the eye; 
And from Elyſium's balmy flumber torn 
The ſtartled foul awakes, to think, and mourn. 
O ye, whoſe hours in jocund train advance, 
Whote ſpirits to the ſong of gladneſs dance, 
Who flowery vales in endleſs vicw urvey 
Glittering in beams of viſionary day; 
O, yet while Fate delays th' impending woe, 
Be routed to thought, anticipate the blow; 
Leſt, like the lightning's glance, the ſudden il! 
Flaſh to confound, and penetrate to kill; 
Leſt, .thus encompaſs'd with funereal gloom, 
Like me, ye bend o'er ſome untimely tomb, 
Pour your wild ravings.in Night's frighted ear, 
And half pronounce Heaven's ſacred doom ſevere. 
Wiſe, Beantcous, Good! O every grace combined, 
That charms the eye, or captivates the mind ! 
Fair, as the flowerct opening on the morn, 
Whoſe leaves bright drops of liquid pearl adorn ! 
Sweet, as the downy-pinion'd gale, that roves 
To gather fragrance ia Arabian groves : 
| D 
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Mild, as the ſtrains, that, at the cloſe of day, 
Warbling remote, along the vales decay! | 
Yet, why with theſe compared? What tints ſo fine, 
What ſweetneſs, mildneſs, can be match'd with thine ? 
Why roam abroad? Since (till, to Fancy's eyes, 
I fee, I ſee thy lovely form ariſe. 
Still let me gaze, and every care beyuile, 
Gaze on that cheek, where all the Graces ſmile; 
That foul-exprefſing eye, benignly bright, 
Where meckneſs beams ineffable delight; 
That brow, where Wiſdom fits enthroned ſerene, 
Each feature forms, and digniftes the mien: 
Still let me liſten, while her words impart 
The ſweet effuſions of the blameleſs heart, 
Till all my foul, exch tumult charm'd away, 
Yields, gently led, to Virtue's eaſy ſway. 
By thee inſpired, O Virtue, Age is young, 
And muſick warhles from the faltering tongue: 
Thy ray creative cheers the clouded brow, 
And decks the faded cheek with rofy glow, 
Brightens the joyleſs aſpect, and ſupplies 
Pure heavenly luſtre to the languid eyes: 
But when Youth's living bloom reflects thy beams, 
Reſiſtleſs on the view the glory ſtreams, 
Love, Wonder, Joy, alternately alarm, 
And Peauty dazzles with angelic charm. 
Ah whither fled !—ye dear illuſions ſtay 
Lo, pale and filent Hes the lovely clay.— 
How are the roſes on that check decay'd, 
Which late the purple light of youth difplay'd ! 
Health on her form each ſprightly grace beſtow 'd; 
With life and thought cach ſpeaking feature glow'd.— 


T 


Fair was the flower, and ſoft the vernal ſky; 
Elate with hope we deem'd no tempeſt nigh; 
When lo, a whirlwind's inſtantaneous guſt 
Left all its beauties withering in the duſt. 
All cold the hand, that ſoothed Woe's weary head! 
And quench'd the eye, the pitying tear that ſhed ! 
And mute the voice, whoſe pleaſing accents ſtole, 
Infuſing balm, into the rankled foul ! 
O Death, why arm with cruelty thy power, 
And ſpare the idle weed, yet lop the flower! 
Why fly thy ſhafts in lawleſs error driven! 
Is Virtue then no more the care of Heaven 
But peace, bold thought ! be (till my burſting heart ! 
We, not ELIz A, felt the fatal dart. 
Scaped the dark dungeon does the ſlave complain, 
Nor bleſs the hand that broke the galling chain? 
Say, pines not Virtue for the lingering morn, 
On this dark wild condemn'd to roam forlorn ? 
Where Reaſon's meteor-rays, with ſickly glow, 
O'er the dun gloom a dreadful glimmering throw ? 
Diſcloſing dubious to th' affrighted eye 
O'erwhelming mountains tottering from on high, 
Black billowy ſeas in ſtorm perpetual toſs'd, 
And weary ways in wildering labyrinths loft. 
O happy ſtroke, that burſts the bonds of clay, 
Darts through the rending gloom the blaze of day, 
And wings the foul with boundleſs flight to ſoar, 
Where dangers threat, and fears alarm no more. 
Tranſporting thought! here let me wipe away 
The tear of grief, and wake a bolder lay. 
But ah! the ſwimming eye o'erflows anew, , 
Nor check the ſacred drops to pity due; 
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Lo, where in ſpeechleſs, hopeleſs anguiſh, bend 

O' er her loved duſt, the Parent, Brother, Friend! 

How vain the hope of man — But ceaſe thy ſtrain, 
Nor Sorrow's dread ſolemnity profane; 

Mix'd with yon drooping Mourners, on her bier 

In ſilence ſhed the ſympathetick tcar. 


& 

0 Tuov, who glad'ſt the penſive ſoul, 

More than Aurora's ſmile the ſwain ſorlorn, 
Left all night long to mourn 
Where deſolation frowns, and tempeſts howl ; 
And ſhricks of Woe, as intermits the ſtorm, 
Far o'er the monſtrous wilderneſs reſound, 
And croſs the gloom darts many a ſhapeleſs form, 
And many a fire-eyed viſage glares around. 
O come, and be once more my gueſt. 
Come, for thou oft thy ſuppliant's vow haſt heard, 
And oft with ſmiles indulgent chear d 
And ſoothed him into reſt. 


| 
Smit by thy rapture-beaming eye 
Deep flaſhing through the midnight of their mind, 
The ſable bands combined, 
Where Fear's black banner bloats the troubled ſky,. 
Appall'd retire. Suſpicion hides her head, 
Nor dares th' obliquely glcaming eyeball raiſe; 
Deſpair, with gorgon-figured veil o'erfpread,. 
Speeds to dark Phlegethon's deteſted maze.. 
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Lo, ſtartled at the heavenly ray, 

With ſpeed unwonted Indolence upſprings, 
And, heaving, lifts her leaden wings, 
And ſullen glides away : 


„ 

Ten thouſand forms, by pining Fancy view'd, 
Diflolve.— Above the ſparkling flood 

When Phebus rears his awful brow, 

From lengthening lawn and valley low 

'The troops of fen-born miſts retire. 

Along the plain 

The joyous ſwain 

Eyes the gay villages again, 

And gold-illumined ſpire; 

While on the billowy ether borne 

Floats the looſe lay 's jovial meaſure; 

And light along the fairy Pleaſure, 

Her green robes glittering to the morn, 
Wantons on ſilken wing. And goblins all 
To the damp dungeon ſhrink, or hoary hall, 
Or weſtward, with impetuous flight, 
Shoot to the deſart realms of their congenial Night. 


II. 1. 

When firſt on Childhood's eager gaze 

Life's varied landſcape, ſtretch'd immenſe around, 
Starts out of night profound, 

Thy voice incites to tempt th' untrodden maze. 
Fond he ſurveys thy mild maternal face, 

His baſhful eye ſtill kindling as he views, 

And, while thy lenient arm ſupports his pace, 
With beating heart the upland path. purſues : 


ODE To HOPE. 


The path that leads, where, hung ſublime, 
And ſeen afar, youth's gallant trophies, bright 
In Fancy's rainbow ray, invite 

His wingy nerves to climb. 


1 2 
Purſue thy pleaſurable way, 
Safe in the guidance of thy heavenly guard, 
While melting airs are heard, 
And ſoft- eyed cherub forms around thee play: 
Simplicity, in careleſs flowers array'd, 
Prattling amuſive in his accent meek; 
And Modeſty, half turning as afraid, 
The ſmile juſt dimpling on his glowing cheek ; 
Content and Lciture, hand in hand 
With Innocence and Peare, advance, and ſing ; 
And Mirth, in many a mazy ring, 
Friſks o'er the flowery land. 


I 3. 
Frail man, how various is thy lot beiow ! 
To-day though gales propitious blow, 
And Peace ſoft gliding down the {ky 
Lead Love along and Harmony, 
To- morrow the gay ſcene deforms ; 
Then all around 
The thunder's ſound 
Rolls rattling on through heaven's profound, 
And down ruth all the ſtorms. 
Ye days, that balmy influence ſhed, 
When ſweet Childhood, ever ſprightly, 
In paths of pleaſure ſported lightly, 
Whither, ah whither are ye fled! 
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Ye cherub train, that brought him on his way, 
O leave him not mid(t tumult and diſmay 
For now youth's eminence he gains: 

But what a weary length of lingering toil remains! 


HI. 1. 
They ſhrink, they vaniſh into air. 
Now Slander taints with peſtilence the gale; 
And mingling cries aſſail, 
The wail of Woe, and groan of grim Deſpair. 
Lo, wizard Envy from his ſerpent eye 
Darts quick deſtruction in each baleful glance; 
Pride ſmiling ſtern, and yellow Jealouſy, 
Frowning Diſdain, and haggard Hate advance; 
Behold, amidſt the dire array, 
Pale wither'd Care his giant-ſtature rears, 
And lo, his iron hand prepares 

To graſp its feeble prey. 


am. 2. 
Who now will-guard bewilder'd youth 
Safe from the fierce aſſaults of hoſtile rage? 
Snch war can Virtue wage, 
Virtue, that bears the ſacred ſhicld of Truth ? 
Alas! full oft on Guilt's victorious car 
The ſpoils of Virtue are in triumph borne ; 
While the fair captive, mark'd with many a ſcar, . 
In lone obſcurity, oppreſs'd, forlorn, 
Reſigns to tcars her angel form. 
Ill-fated youth, then whither wilt thou fly? 
No friend, no ſhelter now is nigh, 
And onward rolls the ſtorm. 
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BL. 4 
But whence the ſudden beam that ſhoots along ? 
Why ſhrink aghaſt the hoſtile throng ?' 
Lo, from amidſt Affliction's night, 
Hope burſts all radiant on the ſight : 
Her words the troubled boſom ſooth. 
« Why thus giſmay'd ? 
© Though foes invade, 
Hope ne'er is wanting to their aid, 
„Who tread the path of truth. 
« Tis I, who ſmooth the rugged way, 
« 1, who cloſe the eyes of Sorrow, 
„And with glad viſions of to-morrow 
Repair the weary ſoul's decay. 
When Death's cold touch thrills to the freezing heart, 
Dreams of heaven's opening glories | impart, 
Till the freed ſpirit ſprings on high 
In rapture too ſevere for weak Mortality.” 
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PYGMEO0-GERANO-MACHIA, 


Tux BATTLE or 
TRE PY GMIES AND CRANES, 


From the Latin of Abpis ox. 


T HE pygmy people, and the feather'd train, 
Mingling in mortal combat on the plain, 

I ſing. . Ye Muſes, favour my deſigns, 

Lead on my ſquadrons, and arrange the lines; 

The flaſhing ſwords and fluttering wings diſplay, 

And long bills nibbling in the bloody fray ; 

Cranes darting with diſdain on tiny foes, 

Con flicting birds and men, and war's unnumber'd woes. 
The wars and woes of heroes ſix feet long 

Have oft reſounded in Pierian ſong. 

Who has not heard of Colchos' golden fleece, 

And Argo mann'd with all the flower of Greece? 

Of Thebes” fell brethren, Theſeus ſtern of face, 

And Pelcus' ſon unrival'd in the race, 

Eneas founder of the Roman line, 

And William glorious on the banks of Boyne ? 

Who has not learn'd to weep at Pompey's woes, 

And over Blackmorc's Epic page to doze? - 
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'*Tis I, who dare attempt unuſual ſtrains, 

Of hoſts unſung, and unfrequented plains; 

The ſma!l ſhrill trump, and chiefs of little ſize, 
And armies ruſhing down the darken'd ſkies. 

Where India reddens to the carly dawn, 

Winds a deep vale from vulgar eye withdrawn : 
Boſomed in groves the lowly region lies, 

And rocky mountains round the border riſe. 
Here, till the doom of fate its fall decreed, 

The empire flouriſh'd of the pygmy-breed; 

Here Induſtry perform'd, and Genius plan'd, 
And buſy multitudes o'erſpread the land. 

But now to theſe lone bounds if pilgrim ſtray, 
Tempting through craggy cliffs the deſperate way, 
He finds the puny manſion fallen to earth, 

Its godlings mouldering on th' abandon'd hearth; 
And (tarts, where ſmall white bones are ſpread around, 

Or little footſteps lightly print the ground; 
While the proud crane her neſt ſecurely builds, 
Chattcring amid the deſolated fields. 

But diſſerent fates beſel her hoſtile rage, 

While reign'd, - invincible through many an age, 
The dreaded Pygmy : rouſed by war's alarms 
Forth ruſh'd the madding Mannikin to arms. 
Fierce to the field of death the hero flies; 

The faint crane fluttering flaps the ground, and dies; 
And by the victor borne (o'erwheiming load!) 
With bloody bill looſe-dangling marks the road. 
And oft the wily dwarf in ambuſn lay, 

And often made the callow young his prey; 

With ſlaughter' d victims heap'd his board, and ſmiled 
To. viſit the ſire's treſpaſs on the child. | 
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Oft, where his feather' d foe had rear d her neſt, 
And laid her eggs and houſehold gods to reſt, 
Burning ſor blood, in terrible array, 
The eighteen- inch militia burſt their way: 
All went to wreck ; the infant foeman fell, 
When ſcarce his chirping bill had broke the ſhell. 
Loud uproar hence, and rage of arms aroſe, 
And the fell-rancour of encountering foes ; 
Hence dwarfs and cranes one general havock whelms, 
And Death's grim viſage ſcares the pygmy-realms. 
Not half ſo furious blazed the warlike fire 
Of Mice, high theme of the Meonian lyre; 
When bold to battle march'd th' accouter'd frogs, 
And. the deep tumult thunder'd through the bogs. 
Pierced by the javelin-bulruſh on the ſhore 
Here agonizing roll'd the mouſe in gore; 
And there the frog (a ſcene full fad to ſee!) 
Shorn of one leg ſlow ſprawl'd along on three: 
He vaults no more with vigorous hops on high, 
But mourns in hoarſeſt croaks his deſtiny. 

And now the day of woe drew on apace, . 
A day of woe to all the pygmy-race, 
When dwarfs were doom'd (but penitence was vain) - 
To rue each broken egg, and chicken ſlain. 
For rouſed to vengeance by repeated wrong 
Erom diſtant climes the long-bill'd legions throng :- 
From Strymon's lake, Cayſter's plaſhy mcadls, 
And fens of Scythia green with ruſtling reeds; 
From where the Danube winds through many a land, 
And Mareotis laves th' Egyptian ſtrand, | 
To rendeſvous they waft on eager wing, 
And wait aſſembled the returning ſpring. 
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Meanwhile they trim their plumes for length of flight, 
Whet their keen beaks, and twiſting claws, for fight; 
Each crane the pygmy power in thought o'erturns, 
And every boſom for the battle burns. 

When genial gales the frozen air unbind, 

The ſcreaming legions wheel, and mount the wind. 
Far in the ſky they form their long array, 

And land and occan ſtretch'd immenſe ſurvey 

Deep deep beneath; and, triumphing in pride, 
With clouds and winds commix'd, innumerous ride ; 
"Tis wild obſtreperous clangour all, and heaven 
Whirls, in tempeſtuous undulation driven. 

Nor leſs th' alarm that ſhook the world below, 
Where march'd in pomp of war th' embattled foe; 
Where mannikins with haughty ſtep advance, 

And grafp the ſhield, and couch the quivering lance; 
To right and left the lengthening lines they form, 
And rank'd in deep array await the ſtorm. 

High in the midſt the chieftain-dwarf was ſeen, 

Of giant ſtature, and imperial mien. 

Full twenty inches tall he ſtrode along, 

And view'd with lofty eye the wondering throng; 
And, while with many a ſcar his viſage frown'd, 
Bared his broad boſom rough with many a wound 
Of beaks and claws, diſcloſing to their ſight 

The glorious meed of high heroick might. 

For with inſatiate vengeance, he purſued, 

And never-ending hate, the feathery brood. 
Unhappy they, confiding in the length 

Of horny beak, or talon's crooked ſtrength, 
Who durſt abide his rage; the blade deſcends, 
.And from the panting trunk the pinion rends. 
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Laid low in duſt the pinion waves no more, 

The trunk disfigured ſtiffens in its gore. 

What hoſts of heroes fell beneath his force! 

What heaps of chicken carnage mark'd his courſe! 

How oft, O Strymon, thy lone banks along, 

Did wailing echo waft the funeral ſong! 

And now from far the mingling clamours riſe, 

; Loud and more loud rebounding through the Ikies. 

3 From ſkirt to ſkirt of heaven, with ſtormy ſway, 
A cloud rolls on, and darkens all the day. 

| Near and more near deſcends the dreadful ſhade, 

* And now in battailous array diſplay'd, 

| Oa ſounding wings, and ſcreaming in their ire, 

| The cranes ruſh onward, and the fight require. 

| The pygmy warriors eye with fearleſs glare 

The hoſt thick ſwarming o'er the burthen'd air; 

0 Thick ſwarming now, but to their native land 

Doom'd to return a ſcanty ſtraggling band. 

| When ſudden, darting down the depth of heaven, 

| Fierce on th' expecting foe the cranes are driven. 

The kindling phrenſy every boſom warms, 

| The region echoes to the craſh of arms: 

| Looſe feathers from the encountering armies fly, 

| And in careering whirlwinds mount the kv. 

| To breathe from toil upſprings the panting crane, 

Then with freſh vigour downward darts again. 

Succeſs in equal balance hoveriag hangs. 

| Here, on the ſharp ſpear, mad with mortal pangs, 

| » The bird transfix'd in bloody vortex whics, 

| Yet fierce in death the threat ening talon cur's; 

| There, while the life-blood Labl-les from his wound, 

With little fect the pygmy beats the ground; 
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Deep from his breaſt the ſhort ſhort ſob he draws, 
And dying curſes the keen-pointed claws. 
Trembles the thundering field, thick cover'd o'er 
With falchions, mangled wings, and ſtreaming gore, 
And pygmy arms, and beaks of ample ſize, 
And here a claw, and there a finger hes. 
Encompaſs'd round with heaps of flaughter'd foes, 
All grim in blood the pygmy champion glows. 
And on th' aſſailing hoſt impetuous ſprings, 
Careleſs of nibbling bills, and flapping wings; 
And midit the tumult hereſoe' er he turns, 
The battle with redoubled fury burns; 
From every ſide th' avenging cranes amain 
Throng, to o'erwhelm this terror of the plain. 
When ſuddenly (for ſuch the will of Jove) 
A fowl enormous, fouling from above, 
The gallant chieftain clutch'd, and, ſoaring high, 
(Sad chance of battle!) bore him up the ſky. 
The cranes purſue, and, cluſtering in a ring, 
Chatter triumphant round the captive king. 
But ah ! what pangs each pygmy boſom wrung, 
When, now to cranes a prey, on talons hung, 
High in the clouds they ſaw their helpleſs lord, 
His wriggling form (till leſſening as he ſoar'd. 
Lo yet again with unabated rage 
In mortal ſtrife the mingling hoſts engage. 
The crane with darted hill aſſaults the foe, 
Hovering ; then wheels aloſt to ſcape the blow: 
The dwarf in anguiſh aims the vengeful wound; 
But whirls in empty air the falchion round. | 
Such was the ſcene, when midſt the loud alarms 
Sublime th' eternal Thunderer roſe in arms. 
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When Briareus, by mad ambition driven, 
Heaved Pelion huge, and hurl'd it high at heaven. 
Jove roll'd redoubling thunders from on high, 
Mountains and bolts encounter'd in the ſky; 
Till one ſtupendous ruin whelm'd the crew, 
Their vaſt limbs weltering wide in brimſtone blue. 

But now at length the pygmy legions yield, 
And wing'd with terror fly the fatal field. 
They raiſe a weak and melancholy wail, 

All in diſtraction ſcattering o'er the vale. 
Prone on their routed rear the cranes deſcend ; 
Their bills bite furious, and their talons rend: 
With unrelenting ire they urge the chace, 
Sworn to exterminate the hated race. 

"Twas thus the Pygmy Name, once great in war, 
For ſpoils of conquer'd cranes renown'd afar, 
Periſh'd. For, by the dread decree of heaven, 
Short is the date to carthly grandeur given, 
And vain are all attempts to roam beyond 
Where Fate has fix'd the everlaſting bound. 
Fallen are the trophics of Aſſyrian power, 
And Perſia's proud dominion is no more; 
Yea, though to both fuperior far in fame, 
Thine empire, Latium, is an empty name. 

And now with lofty chiefs of antient time 
The pygmy heroes roam th' Elyſian clime. 
Or, if belicf to matron-tales be due, 

Full oft, in the belated ſhepherd's view, 
Their friſking forms, in gentle green array'd, 
Gambol ſecure along the moonlizht glade. 
Secure, for no alarming cranes moleſt, 

And all their wocs in long oblivion reſt, 
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Down the deep dale, and narrow winding way, 
They foot it featly, ranged in ringlets gay: 
*Tis joy and frolick all, where'er they rove, 
And Fairy-people is the name they love. 
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To Txs HOS OUR ABLE C. B. 


Prrrxur ap, 1766. 
WHEN B invites me, and inviting ſings, 
Inſtant I'd fly, (had heaven vouchſafed-me wings) 

To hail him in that calm ſequeſter'd ſeat, 
Whence he looks down with pity on the great; 
And, midſt the groves retired, at leiſure wooes 
Dome ſtick love, contentment, and the Muſe. 
I with for wings and winds o ſpeed my courſe; 
Since B—t and the fates refuſe a horſe. 

Where now the Pegaſus of antient time, 
And Ippogrifo famed in modern rhime ? 
O where that wooden ſteed, whoſe every leg 
Like lightning flew, obſequious to the peg ; 
The waxen wings by Dedalus deſign'd, 
And China waggons wafted by the wind ? 
A Spaniard reach'd the moon, upborn by geeſe; 
(Then firſt 'twas known that ſhe is made of cheeſe.) 
A fiddler on a fiſt through waves advanced, 
He twang'd. his catgut, and the Dolphin danced. 
Hags rode on broom- ſticks, heathen-gods on clouds; 
Ladies on rams and bulls have dared the floods. 
Much famed the ſhoes Jack Giantkiller wore, 
And Fortunatus' hat is famed much more. 
Such vehicles were common once, no doubt; 
But modern verſemen mult even trudge on foot, 
Or doꝛe at home, expeclants of the gout. 
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Hard is the taſk, indeed tis wondrous hard 
To act the Hirer *, yet preſerve the Bard. 
Next weck by — (but tis a fin to ſwear) 
* I give my word, Sir, you ſhall have my mare; 
Sound wind and limb, as any ever was, 
And riting only ſeven years old next graſs. 
Four miles an hour ſhe goes, nor needs a ſpur; 
„A pretty piece of flelh, upon my conſcience, Sir.“ 
This ſpeech was B—--t's; and, though mcan in phraſe, 
The neareſt thing to proſe, as Horace ſays, 
(Satire the fourth, and forty ſecond line) 
*Twill intimate that I propoſe to dine 
Next week with B“. Muſe, lend thine aid a while; 
For this great purpoſe claims a lofty ſtyle. 
Ere yonder ſun, now glorious in the weſt, 
Has thrice three times reclined on Thetis' breaſt; 
Fre thrice three times, from old Tithonus' bed, 
Her charms all glowing with celeſtial red, 
The balmy Morn ſhall riſe to mortal view, 
And from her bright locks ſhake the pearls of dew, 
'Theſe eyes, OB, ſhall hail thy opening glades, 
Theſe ears ſhall catch the muſick of thy ſhades; 
This cheriſh'd frame ſhall drink the gladſome gales, 
And the freſh fragrance of thy flowery vales. 
And (for I know the Muſe will come along) 
To B *I mean to meditate a ſong :. 


One who keeps horſes to let is ſo called in Seot-- 
had, See Johnſon's Dictionary. 
E 2 
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A ſong, adorn'd with every rural charm, 
Trim as thy garden, ample as thy farm, 
Sweet as thy milk, and briſk as bottled beer, 
Wholeſome as mutton, and as water clear, 
In wildflowers fertile, as thy fields of corn, 
And frolickſome as lambs, or ſheep new ſhorn. 
I alk not Ortolans, or Chian wine, 
The fat of rams, or quinteſſence of ſwine. 
Her ſpicy ſtores let either India keep, 
Nor El Dorado vend her golden ſheep. 
And to the manſion houſe, or council hall, 


Still on her black ſplay feet may the huge tortoiſe crawl. 

Not Parſon's butt my appetite can move, 

Nor, Bell, thy beer; nor even thy nectar, Jove. 

If B* * be happy, and in hcalth, his gueſt, 

Whom wit and learning charm, can wiſh no better 
_ - 4 | | 
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VES. yes, I grant the ſons of earth 
Are doom'd to trouble from their birth. 

We all of ſorrow have our ſhare; 
But ſay, Is yours without compare? 
Look round the world; perhaps you'll find 
Each individual of our kind 
Prets'd with an equal load of ill, 
Equal at leaſt. Look further ſtill, 
And own your lamentable caſe 
Is little ſhort of happineſs. 
In yonder hut that ſtands alone 
Attend to Famine's feeble moan; 
Or view the couch where Sickneis lies, 
Mark his pale cheek, and languid eyes, 
His frame by ſtrong convulſion torn, 
His ſtruggling ſighs and looks forlorn. 
Or ſee, transfix'd with Keener pangs, 
Where o'cr his hoard the miſer hangs; 
WI.iſtles the wind; he ſtarts, he ares, 
Nor Slumber's balmy bleſſing ſhares; 
Deſpair, Remorſe, and Terror roll 
Their tempeſts on his haraſſ d ſoul. 

But here perhaps it may avail 
T* enfoece cur reaſoning with a tale. 
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Mild was the morn, the ſky ſerene, 
'The jolly hunting band convene, 

The beagle's breaſt with ardour burns, 
The bounding ſteed the champaign ſpurns, 
And Fancy oft the game deſcries 

Through the hound's noſe, and huntſman's eyes. 

Juit then, a council of the hares 

Had met, on national affairs. 

The chiefs were ſet; while o'er their head 
he furze its frizzled covering ſpread. 
Long liſts of grievances were heard, 

And general diſcontent appear'd. 

Our harmleſs race ſhall every ſavage 

« Both quadruped and biped ravage ? 

4% Shall horſes, hounds, and hunters (till 
« Unite their wits to work us ill? | 
«© The youth, his parent's ſole delight, 

« Whoſe tooth the dewy lawns invite, 

« Whoſe pulic in every vein beats ſtrong, 
«© Whoſe limbs leap light the vales along, 
„% Alay yet ere noontide meet his death, 

« And lie diſmember'd on the heath. 

« For youth, alas, nor cautious age, 

« Nor ſtrength, nor ſpeed, cludes their rage. 
«© In cvery field we meet the foe, 

© Each gale comes fraught with ſounds of woe; 
„Ihe morning but awakes our fears, 

« 'The evening ices us bath'd in tears. 

«© But mult we ever idly grieve, 

Nor ſtrive our fortunes to relieve ? 

«© Small is each individual's force, 

4+ To ſtratagem be our recourſe; 
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*« And then, from all our tribes combined, 
„The murderer to his colt may find 
«© No foe is weak, whom Juſtice arms, 
© Whom Concord leads, and Hatred warms, 
* Be rouſed ; or liberty acquire, 
Or in the great attempt expire. 
He ſaid no more, for in his breaſt 
Contlicting thoughts the voice ſuppreſs'd: 
"The hire of vengeance ſeem'd to ſtream 
From his ſ:oln eyeball's yellow gleam. 

And now the tumults of the war, 
Mingling coofutecly from afar, 
Swell in the wind. Now louder cries 
Liſtinct of hounds and men ariſe. 
Forth from the brake, with beating heart, 
TY aſſembled hares tumultuous ſtart, 
And, every {training nerve on wing, 
Away precipitately ſpring. 
The hunting band, a ſignal given, 
Thick thundering o'er the plain are driven; 
Oer cliff abrupt, and ſhrubby mound, 
And river broad, impetuous bound; 
Now plunge amid the foreſt ſhades, 
Glance through the openings of the glades; 
Now o'er the level valley ſweep, 
Now with ſhort ſteps ſtrain up the ſteep, 
While backward from the hunter's eyes 
The landſcape like a torrent files. 
At laſt an antient wood they gain'd, 
By pruner's ax yet unprofaned. 
High o'er the reſt, by Nature rear'd, 
"The oak's majeſtick boughs appear'd; 
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Beneath, a copſe of various hue 
In barbarous luxuriance grew. 
No knife had curb'd the rambling ſprays, . 
No hand had wove th' implicit maze. 
The flowering thorn, {lſ-taught to wind, 
"Che hazle's ſtubborn ſtem intwined, 
And bramble twigs were wreath'd around, 
And rough furze crept along the ground. 
Here ſheltering, from the ſons of murther, 
The hares drag their tired limbs no further. 

But lo, the weſtern wind erelong 
Was loud, and roar'd the woods among; 
From rultling leaves, and craſhing boughs, 
The found of woe and war aroſe, 
The hares diſtracted ſcour the grove, 
As terror and amazement drove; 
But danger, whereſoc'er they fled, 
Still ſeem'd impending o'er their head. 
Now crowded in a grotto's gloom, 
All hope extiuct, they wait their doom. 
Dire was the ſilence, till, at length, 
Even from deſpair deriving ſtrength, 
With bloody eye, and furious look, 
A daring youth aroſe, and ſpoke. 

OO wretched race, the ſcorn of Fate, 
„% Whom ills of cvery fort await! 
O, curs'd with keeneſt ſenſe to ſcel 
+ The ſharpeſt ſting of every ill! 
Say ye, who, fraught with mighty ſcheme, 
„Of liberty and vengeance dream, 
What now remains? To what receſs 
«. Shall ve our weary ſteps addreſz, 


& 1 73 


« Since fate is evermore purſuing 
« All ways and means to work our ruin? 
„% Are we alone, of all beneath, 
© Condemn'd to miſery work than death! 
« Muſt we, with fruit leſs Jabour, ſtrive 
© In mitcry worſe than death to live! 
% No. Be the ſmaller ill our choice: 
« So ditates Nature's powerſul voice. 
„ Death's pang will in a moment ceaſe; | 
„ And then, All hail, eternal peace!“ 
Thus while he ſpoke, his words impart. 
The dire retolvc to every heart. 

A diſtant lake in proſpect lay, 
That, glittering in the ſolar ray, 
Gleam'd through the duiky trees, and ſhot. 
A trembling light along the grot. 
Thither with one conſent they bend, 
Their ſorrows with their lives to end, 
While each, in thought, already hears 
The water hiſling in his cars. 

Faſt by the margin of the lake, 
Conceal'd within a thorny brake, 
A Linnet fate, whoſe careleſs lay 
Amuted the ſolitary day. 
Careleſs he ſung, for on his breaſt 
Sorrow no laſting trace impreſs'd; 
When ſuddenly he heard a ſound 
Of ſwift feet traverſing the ground. 
Quick to the neighbouring tree he flies, 
Thence trembling caſts around his eyes;. 
No foe appear'd, his fears were vain; 


Pleaſed he renews the ſprightly ſtrain. 
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The hares, whoſe noiſe had cauſed his fright, 
Saw with ſurpriſe the linnet's flight. 
Is there on earth a wretch, they ſaid, 
Whom our approach can ſtrike with dread? 
An inſtantaneous change of thonght 
o tumuvit every boſom wrought. 
So fares the ſyſtem-building ſagc, 
Who, plodding on from youth to age, 
At laſt on ſome foundation- dream 
Has rear'd aloft his goodly ſcheme, 
And proved his predeceſſors fools, 
And bound all nature by his rules; 
So fares he in that dreadful hour, 
When injured Truth exerts her power, 
Some new phenomenon to raiſe; 
Which, burſting on his frighted gaze, 
From its proud ſummit to the ground 
Proves the whole cdifice unſound. 
„Children,“ thus ſpoke a hare ſedate, 
Who oft had known th' extremes of fate, 
ln ſlight events the attentive mind 
May hints cf good inſtruction find. 
That our condition is the worſt, 
„And we with fuch misfortunes curs'd 
As all compariſon defy, 
« Was late the unixerſal cry. 
«© When lo, an accident ſo light 
As yonder little linnet's flight 
«© Has made your ſtubborn heart conſeſs 
(So your amazement bids me gueſs) 
% That all our load of woes and fears 
ls but a part of what he bears. 
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* Where can he reſt ſecure from harms, 
'<« Whom even a helpleſs hare alarms ? 
ce Yet he repines not at his lot, 
« When paſt his dangers are ſorgot : 
% On yonder bough he trims his wings, 
« And with unuſual rapture ſings; 
& While we, lets wretched, fink beneath 
&« Our lighter iils, and ruſh to death.— 
«© No more of this unmcaning rage, 
« But bear, my friends, the words of age. 
«© When by the winds of autumn driven 
« The ſcatter d clouds fly eroſs the heaven, 
„Oft have we, from ſome mountain's head, 
„ Beheld th' alternate light and ſhade 
«« Sweep the long vale. Here hovering lowers 
© The ſhadowy cloud; there downward pours, 
_ «* Streaming direct, a flood of day, 
„Which from the view flies ſwift away; 
<c It flies, while other ſhades advance, 
« And other ſtreaks of ſunſhine glance. 
„Thus chequer'd is the life below 
„With gleams of joy, and clouds of woe, 
«© Then hope not, while we journey on, 
« Still to be baſking in the ſun; 
« Nor fear, though now in ſhades ye monrn, 
„% That ſunſhine will no more return. 
lf, by your terrors overcome, | 
«© Ye fly before th' approaching gloom, 
< The rapid clouds your flight purſue, 
And darkneſs (till o'ercaſts your view. 
© Who longs to reach the radiant plain 
„ Muſt onward urge his courſe 2mains 
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&« For doubly ſwift the ſhadow flies, 
When gainſt the gale the pilgrim plics. 
«© At leaſt be ticm, and undiſmay'd h 
« Maintain your ground; the fleeting ſhade 
« Erelong ſpontaneous glides away, 

« And gives you back th' enlivening ray. 
« Lo, while I ſpeak, our danger pat ! 
No more the (hrill horn's angry blaſt 

« Howis in our ear; the ſavage roar 

« Of war and murder is no more. 
Then ſnatch the hour that fate allows, 
« Nor think of paſt or future woes.“ 

He ſpoke; and hope revives; the lake 
That inſtant one and all forſake, 

In ſweet amuſement to employ 

The preſent ſprightly hour of joy. 

Now from the weſtern mountain's brow, 
Compaſs'd with clouds of various glow, 
he ſun a broader orb diſplays, 

And ſhoots aſlope his ruddy ravs. 

The lawn aſſumes a freſher green, 
And dew-drops ſpangle all the ſcene. 
The balmy zephyr breathes along, 
The ſhepherd ſings his tender ſong, 
With all their lays the groves rc.ound, 
And falling waters murmur round ; 
Diſcord and Care were put to fight, 
And all was peace, and calm delight. 
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Being part of an Inſcription for a monument 
to be erected by a gentleman to the me- 
mory of his lady. 


AREWELL, my beſt- beloved; whoſe heavenly mind 
Genius with virtue, ſtrength with ſoftneſs join'd; 
Devotion, undebaſed by pride or art, 
With meek ſimplicity, and joy of heart ; 
Though ſprightly, gentle; though polite, ſincere; 
And only of thyſelf a judge ſevere; 
Unblamed, unequal'd, in each ſphere of life, 
The tendereſt Daughter, Siſter, Parent, Wife. 
In thee their Patroneſs th' afflicted loſt ; 
Thy friends, their pattern, ornament, and boaſt ; 
And I——but ah, can words my loſs declare, 
Or paint th' extremes of tranſport and deſpair ! 
O Thou, beyond what verſe or ſpcech can tell, 
My guide, my friend, my beſt-beloved, farewell ! 
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Lord HA L's Deen ns; 
13th May 1767. 


A Mose, unſ{kil”A in venal praiſe, 
Unſtain'd with flattery's art; 

Who loves ſimplicity of lays 

Breathed ardent from the heart; 

While gratitude and joy inſpire, 

Reſumes the long- unpractiſed lyre, 

To hail, O Har, thy Natal Morn: 

No gaudy wreathe of flowers {he weares,. 

But twines with oak the laurel leaves, 

Thy cradle to adorn, 


For not on beds of gaudy flowers 

Thine anceſtors reclined, 

Where Sloth diſſolves, and Spleen devours 

All energy of mind, 

To hurl the dart, to ride the car, 

To ſtem the deluges of war, 

And ſnatch from fate a ſinking land; 

Trample th' Invader's lofty creſt, 

And from his graſp the dagger vreſt, 

And deſolating brand: a 
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"Twas this, that raiied th” illuſtrious Line 
To match the firſt in fame; 

A thouſand years have ſeen it ſhine 
With unabated flame : 

Have ſeen thy mighty Sires appear 
Foremolt in Glory's high career, 

The pride and pattern of the Brave. 

Yet, pure from luſt of blood their fire, 
And from Ambition's wild defre, 

They triumph'd but to ſave. 


The Muſe with joy attends their way 
The vales of peace along; 

There to its Lord the village gay 
Renews the grateful ſong. 

Yon caſtle's glittering towers contain 
No pit of woe, nor clanking chain, 
Nor to the ſuppliant's wail reſound: 
The open doors the needy blets, 

Th' unfriended hail their calm receſs, 
And gladneſs ſmiles around. 


There to the ſy mpathetick heart 
Life's beſt delights belong, 

To mitizate the mourner's ſmart, 
To guard the weak from wrong. 
Ye Sons of Luxury, be wise; 
Know, happineſs for ever flies 
The cold and ſolitary breaſt; 
Then let the ſocial inſtinct glow, 
And learn to feel another's woe, 
And in his joy be bleſs d. 
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O yet, ere Pleafure plant her ſnare 
For unſuſpecting youth; 

Ere Flattery her ſong prepare 

To check the voice of Truth; 

O may his country's Guardian power 
Attend the ſlumbering Infant's bower, 
And bright, inſpiring dreams impart; 
To rouſe th' hereditary fire, 

To kindle each ſublime deſire, 

Exalt, and warm the heart. 


Swift to reward a.Parent's fears, 

A Parent's hopes to crown, 

Roll on in peace, ye blooming years, 
'That rear him to renown ; 

When in his finiſh'd form and face 
Admiriag muititudes ſhall trace 
Each patrimonial charm combined, 
The courteous yet majeſtick mien, 
The liberal ſmile, the look ſerene, 
The great and gentle mind. 


Yet, though thou draw a nation's eyes, 
And win a nation's love, 

Let not thy towering mind deſpiſe 
The village and the grove, 

No ſlander there ſhall wound thy fame, 


No ruffian take his deadly aim, 


No rival weave the ſecret ſnare : 
For Innocence with angel ſmile, 
Simplicity that knows not guile, 
And Love and Peace are there. 
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When winds the mountain oak aſſail, 
And lay its glories waſte, | 

Content may ſlumber in the vale; 
Unconſcious of the blaſt. 

Through ſcenes of tumult while we roam, 
The heart, alas! is ne'er at home, 

It hopes in time to roam no more; 

The mariner, not vainly brave, 


Combats the ſtorm, and rides the wave, 
To reſt at laſt on ſhore. 


Ye proud, ye ſelfiſh, ye ſevere, 

How vain your maſk of ſtate! 

The good alone have joy ſincere, 
The good alone are great: 

Great, when, amid the vale of peace, 
They bid the plaint of ſorrow ceaſe, 
And hear the voice of artleſs praiſe; 
As when along the trophy'd plain 

. Sublime they lead the victor train, 
While ſhouting nations gaze. 
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A” the cloſe of the day, when the hamlet is ſtill, 
And mortals the ſweets of forgetfulneſs prove, 

When nought but the torrent is heard on the hill, 

And nought but the nightingale's ſong in the grove: 

"Twas then, by the cave of the mountain afar, 

A Hermit his ſong of the night thus began; 

No more with himſclf or with nature at war, 

He thovght as a Sage, while he felt as a Man, 


& Ah, why thus abandon'd to darkneſs and woe, 
Why thus, lonely Philomel, flows thy ſad ſtrain ? 

* For Spring ſhall return, and a lover beſtow, 

„And thy boſom no trace of misfortune retain. 

«© Yet, if pity inſpire thee, ah ceaſe not thy lay, 

* Movrn, ſweeteſt Complainer, Man calls thee to mourn : 
* O ſoothe him, whoſe pleaſures like thine paſs away— 
Full quickly they paſs, - but they never return. 


F Now gliding remote, og the verge of the ſky, 

* The Moon half extinguiſh'd her creſcent diſplays: 
* But lately I mark'd, when majeſtick on high 

e She ſhone, and the planets were loſt in her blaze. 
* Roll on, thou fair orb, and with gladacſs purſue 
The path that conducts thee to ſplendor again.— 
** But Man's faded glory no change ſhall renew, 
i Ah fool! to exult in a glory fo yain! 
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is night, and the landſcape is lovely no more; 

I mourn, but, ye woodlands, I mourn not for you; 

For morn is approaching, your charms to reſtore, 

„ Perfumed with freſh fragrance, and glittering with 
« dew. | 

Nor yet for the ravage of winter I mourn; 

Kind Nature the embryo bloſſom will ſave.— 

« But when ſhall Spring viſit the mouldering urn! 

% O when ſhall it dawn on the night of the grave!” 


* "Twas thus, by the glare of falſe Science betray'd, 

© 'That leads, to bewilder; and dazzles, to blind; 

* My thoughts wont to roam, from ſhade onward ta 
© ſhade, 

© Deſtrution before me, and forrow behind. 

« O pity, great Father of light,” then I cry'd, 

Thy creature who fain would not wander from Thee! 

* Lo, humbled in duſt, I relinquiſh my pride: 

* From doubt and from darkneſs thou only canſt free.” 

* And darkneſs and doubt are now flying away. 

No longer I roam in conjecture forlorn. 

So breaks on the traveller, faint, and aſtray, 

The bright and the balmy effulgence of morn. 

* See Truth, Love, and Mercy, in triumph deſcending, 

And Nature all glowing in Eden's firſt bloom! 

* On the cold cheek of Death ſmiles and roſes arg 
© blending, 

And Beauty Immortal awakes from the tomb.” 
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